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CHAt>TEE I. 

CHARLES LAMB THOMAS DE QUINCEY. 

Amid the greater forms that rose in the new flood of 
genius and life, in the end of the old century, to give the 
world -assurance of a new epoch coming in, there is no 
attendant figure more attractive, more delightful, than 
that of Charles Lamb. No face can frown, no brow be 
overcast, when Elia — the gentle, the tender, the humorous, 
and ever-smiling, notwithstanding the deep dew of anguish 
which was never quite dried in his eyes — makes his 
appearance upon the scene. No man ever had a sweeter 
or more lightsome nature, and few men, even in this 
world of trouble, have been so heavily weighted. He 
was the schoolfellow of Coleridge at Christ's Hospital, 
and it is enough to warm the heart of all beholders to 
every wearer of the blue gown and yellow stockings to 
remember the two lads, who once strayed about the 
narrow streets in these habiliments, and ate the poor fare 
and bore the hardships which, in these days, were in- 
separable fix)m the lot of a Blue-coat boy. Coleridge was 
a Grecian, a scholar, and credit to the school, although he 
prized the position so little that he desired (as is recorded) 
to be bound apprentice to a kind cobbler, who had been 
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good to Mm, instead of going to college ; but Lamb bad 
no such distinctions, and instead of accompanying his 
schoolfellow to Cambridge, entered the South Sea office 
at fifteen, the little salary he received there being of 
importance to his family. "When he was eighteen, he 
was received into the India Office, and there spent hia 
lil'e. His father was no more than the servant of Mr. 
Salt, a bencher in the Inner Temple, and the little house- 
hold was in the humblest circumstances, though of that 
class so common in books, so little'common in reality — 
nature's gentlefolks. " It is hard," says De Quiucey, 
witli a gi-ace of natural pereeption which makes his 
gossip and his tone of involuntary depreciation support- 
able, "it is hard, even for the practical philosopher, to 
distinguish aristocratic graces of manner and capacities of 
natural feeling in people whose very hearth and dress bear 
witness to the servile humility of tlieir station. Yet such 
distiuctioiia, as wihl gil'la of nature, timidly aud half 
consciously asserted themselves in the unpretending Lambs. 
Already, in their favour there existed a silent privilege, 
analogous to the famous one of Lord Kinsale. He, by 
special grant from the Crown, is allowed, wlieu standing 
before the king, to foi^et that he is not himself a king: 
the bearer of that peerage, through all generations, haa 
the privilege of wearing his hat in the royal presence. 
By a general, though tacit, concession of the same nature, 
the rising generation of the Lambs, John and Charles, the 
eons, and Mary Lamb, the only daughter, were permitted 
to foi^et that their grandmother had been a housekeeper 
for sixty years, and tliat their father Ijad worn a livery." 
Lamb was so completely above oil petty pride, that 
be himself refers to this housekeeper-relation in one of the 
most delightful of his essays. He had nothing to conceal 
from the world. His humble position, his fainily, hia 
domestic conceras, leaped into the sight of all men in one 
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brief anil terrible moment, when the lig;ht- hearted youth 
■was but twenty, a fanciful boy like others, writing sonnets 
to his mistress's eyebrow, and rhyming abont a fairhaired 
maid. Hla fatlier was old and feeble, hia mother an 
invalid in her chair, and she who kept the little, dreary, 
sick household going, and eared for every oiie^ — Mary, ten 
years older than her brother- — had always been the moat 
tender of sisters and daughters. But there was insanity 
in their blood. Charles himself had spent " the six weeks 
that finished last year and began this" (1796) "very 
aji^eeably in a madhouse at Hoxtou ; " and Mary had 
sufTered from more than one attack of the same kind. 
But nobody, it was evident, dreamt of any danger in con- 
nection with the gentle, homely young woman, the pro- 
vider of her household, when one dreadful September day, 
■when the cloth was laid for the midday dinner, a sudden 
fury of madness seized her, and with one of the knives 
from the table she killed the iuvalid mother whom she 
had been watching with unremitting tenderness night and 
day. "My poor, dear, dearest sister," writes Lamb to 
Coleridge, with an agony of restrained tears in the very 
sound of the words, " in a fit of insanity has been the 
death of her own mother. I was at hand only time 
enough to snatch the knife out of her grasp. She is at 
present in a madhouse, from whence I hear she must be 
removed to an hospital, God has preserved to me my 
senses ; I eat and drink, and sleep, and have my judg- 
ment, I believe. My poor father was slightly wounded, 
and I am left to take care of him and my aunt, . . , Write 
as religious a letter as possible," the poor young man 
continues, " but no mention of what is gone and done 
with. ■ The former things have passed away,' and I have 
something more to do than to feel. God Almighty has 
118 aU in his keeping." What a tragedy was this to 
bleak into the monotonous routine of the Uttle rooms in 
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the city, where the old father, almost inibecUe, the old 
aunt in not much better case, the mother helpless, were 
all dependent upon the care of that serene and loving 
Mary, who worked at her needlework to add to their 
comforts, and sacrificed her life and her rest to them, tiU 
this final blast of madness came. "My dear, dearest 
sister!" Lamb repeats again aAd again, his profound, 
heartrending pity for her — " the unhappy and unconscious 
instrument of the Almighty's judgments on our house," — 
transcending every other feeling. Anxious calculations 
how to spare enough money to keep her in the asylum, 
where she had been taken, were the first efforts of his 
mind after this horrible shock; "If my father, an old 
servant maid, and I, can't live, and live comfortably, on 
£130 or £120 a year, we ought to bum by slow fires ; 
and I almost would that Mary might not go into a 
hospital." Poor boy! he who made these csdculations, 
and supplied the greater part of the tiny income, was but 
twenty ; and in the midst of all these terrible troubles 
could not help a half sob of boyish misery, when he 
described himself as " starving at the India House since 
seven o'clock without any dinner," then getting home, 
" over worn and quite faint," to play cards with the sick 
and exacting old man, who was wholly dependent upon 
him for company and amusement : " I am got home at 
last," he writes, " and after repeated games at cribbage, 
have got my father's leave to write a while ; with diffi- 
culty got it, for when I expostulated about playing any 
more, he aptly replied, ' If you won't play with me you 
might as well not come home at alL' The argument was 
unanswerable, and I set to afresh." In this gloomy scene, 
it was some consolation to him to recollect the nice 
" smoky little room at the Salutation " where Coleridge 
and he had been wont to meet. " I have never met with 
any one — nor shall meet with any one — who could or 
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can compensate me for the loss of your society," he aaya ; 
and so said everybody who hail ever koowu Coleridge — 
that strange sympathetic geiiiuB which fathomed, and 
embraced, and understood, all the moods of men. It is 
one of the incidental testimonies which touch our hearts 
most, that in Lamb's terrible trouble he should have been 
able to pour out his heart, unreservedly, into the bosom 
this friend of fiiends. 

Some time after the poor old father died, and Charles 
was fain to do what he had been longing tor — to take his 
sister back to his home. There were great doubts and 
ditficuUies about it. The well-to-do relations, and chiefly 
the elder brother, thought it better she should remain 
where she was, getting rid of the sight, at least, of this 
great and abiding distress hy keeping her in seclusion. 
But young Charles had a heart of a different fibre. There 
were difficulties, too, with the law, which had a right over 
her ; but he surmounted all objections, and " satisfied all 
persons who had power to oppose her release, by his 
solemn engagement that he would take her under his care 
for life." He was impatient, even, to take upon him this 
burden which the other sensible people opposed, although 
the fear that her malady might break out again, tempered 
the joy of getting liis dear companion back. This fear 
was but too well grounded. Mary Lamb — " the dear, 
dearest sister" for whom his heart bled — came back to 
the tender shelter of her young brother's little rooms and 
great pitying love ; but it was not long before she " fell 
ill" again. " I was obliged to remove her yesterday," he 
says ; " my heart is quite sunk, and I don't know where 
to look for relief. Mary will get better, but her constantly 
being liable to such relapses is dreadful. I am completely 
ehipwrecked." So this dismal-happy life began. For 
nearly forty years they lived together, with many a sub- 
dued and gentle interval of happiness " between the acts," 
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ui such complete and perfect understanding, love, and 
nmity, aa few married paira attain, inspired by the more 
deUcate, more disinterested sentiment of fraternal devotion, 
which is, perhaps, the most exquisite and pure of all 
human loves. Mary, too, had something to bear in tliis 
long and tender union — her share of the burden, the 
vomsn's part, seeing her brother often do himBelf less 
than justice ; for he was not perfect any more than happier 
men. But homely and poor aa their life was at the best, 
and BO often tragically interrupted, it would be wrong to 
say that it was an nuJiappy life. They went through the 
world together serenely and gaily, taking advantage of 
every gleam of sunshine, doing their duty aa they could, 
in imperfection and heaviness, maintaming a brave front 
to fate. In the front row of the pit, among the bookstalls, 
in the streets which were famihar ground to them from 
their childhood, in their cheerful little rooms high up 
among the gables of the Temple, we see them always with 
B ray of genial hght about them, sweet patience and gaiety, 
and humble, tender acquiescence in the inevitable. Of 
all the figures going about those streets, so many and with 
such varied features, there is no pair who so catch at our 
hearts. Tears come into our eyes while we listen to the 
puns and the jokes of " gentle-hearted Charles," and watch 
the ever expressive tender smile, not without an occasional 
aliake of the head, with which the sister, for whom he had 
done so much, contemplates him. How poor are all the 
other people, taking their own way, indulging their own 
will, fighting hard againist all the jiiuches of circumstances, 
to that beloved pair 1 Godwin, with his big head, philoso- 
phising, quarrelling, wondering why this woman and that 
was 80 insensible as not to wish to marry him ; pretty 
Mrs, Inchbald, holding her own in her garret, blooming 
triumpliant in tlie poorest gown, and boasting truly of her 
economics and charities; in after times, even the self- 




■willud passion of young Shelley ami his Mary, defying 
law aiid every obstacle — romance and poetry if you please 
— how are they all a million times below the iriereat 
shadows on the pavement of that brother and sister I— - 
" Lamb, the frolic and the gentle," Elia, the whimsical, the 
tender, whose every tear suggests a smile, and every laugh 
a tear. Never were there two people more dearly couse- 
crated to humanity by love and misery, and sacred patience 
and pain. 

The very affection with which we regard them is a 
reason why we can aay but little about them. Their lives 
are not to be described, nor are the essays of Elia to be 
quoted. Every worthy reader has hia little niche for 
them, separate and sacred. Talfourd, in his f^jud Mc- 
morials, gives us a touching inscription written by Cole- 
ridge against the title of a poem dedicated in his youth to 
those dear friends. It is the poem in which, from his 
" lime tree bower" — where he was confined by an accident 
while they were visiting him at Nether Stowey — he fol- 
lows in imagination tiieir breezy walk " on springy heath, 
along the hill-top edge," or threading the echoing dale 
among the woods, then emerging forth beneath wide heaven 
to see the brightness of the champaign lying before them, 
fields and meadows, and ateepled villages, and the " smooth 
dear blue" of the sea — 

" Yes, they wander on 
In gladiieeit all ; tmd tlioii, methinks, most glad, 
My gentle-heaited CharleB ; for thou liost pined 
And hungered ufter nature many a year 
In the great city pent, winning; thy way 
With sad yet pntient soul through evil and paic, 
And strange calamity." 

Against this, long long after, Coleridge, in bis ship- 
wrttcked and lonely shelter at Higligate, wrote the follow- 
ing inscription : — 
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Ch. and Mary Lamb, 

dear to my heart, yea, 

as it were my heart 

S. T. C, 2Et 63, 1834. 

17d7. 

1834. 



37 years. 

This little record, like a stone upon a grave — ^yet not 
a grave, a memorial and pledge of something never to die 
— expresses the very soul of veneration, pity, and tender- 
ness which their names call forth — a pity which is almost 
remorse : for why should the rest of us pass through life 
so much more easily than they ? 

Lamb, the friend of Coleridge, and through him of all 
the poetical brotherhood, began his own literary life with 
a gentle strain of poetry, among which are some verses, 
well known by quotation, which have real melody as well 
as meaning. Such is " Hester," an address to a dead girl, 
which embodies that wann human incredulity as to death, 
which is one of the most strange yet most universal of 
sentiments, the resistance of the immortal in us to the 
most heartrending evidence of fact. She has been a month 
dead, yet no force can make him think of her and the 
grave together ; 

** My sprightly neighbour, gone before 
To that unknown and silent shore ! 
Shall we not meet as heretofore, 

Some summer morning : 

** When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 
A bliss that would not pass away, 
A sweet forewarning V* 

But verse was not Lamb's method. He published a 
tragedy, " John Woodvil," which was massacred in the 
Edinburgh JReview — not without reason : his friends them- 
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selves all deprecating the unlucky poem, and no one 
striking a blow for it. Later he trieJ a farce — " Mr. 

H ," which wag accepfceii by the manafter at Driiry 

Lane, and acted, but failed- " Mary is a little cut at the 

ill success of Mr. H^ ," Lamb writes ; " I know you'll 

be sorry — but never miud. We are determined not to ba 
cast down, I am going to leave off tobacco, and then wa 
must thrive. A smoking man must write smoky farces." 
..." We are pretty stout about it," he says to another 
correspondent ; " have had plenty of condoling friends : 
but aft«r all we had rather it succeeded." These little 
failures, however — thoiigb the shock of the hisses (" Hang 
the word, I write it like kisses ; how diflereut 1" he writes) 
must have had no small effect upon Lamb's nervous, sensi- 
tive, aud love-loving nature— were of small importance in 
hia life. As soon as Elia stepped out into the world (in 
the pages of the London Magazine) bis gentle immortality 
was secure. Never was there more delightful playing 
with life and all its mysteries and depths, more soft and 
laughing banter, more t«uder thoughtful ness. Especially 
when he spoke of himself, and his own restrained and 
subdued life, was Lamb exquisite ; the " sort of double 
singleness" in which he aud his sister lived, their harmony, 
their little differences, their diversified tastes, their mutual 
recollections — nothing could be more delicately set down ; 
and when he rises into the fun of the roast pig, or expati- 
ates with humorous tenderness upon " the innocent black- 
nesses," the poor little sweeps for whose hard lot no 
alleviation of machinery in the shape of long-jointed 
brashes had yet been thought of — or falls into the vein 
of delicate sentiment in which he discourses with hia 
" dream children," there is no more delightful companion. 
Tragedy and farce alike might refuse him ; but here was 
a path of hia own not obtrusive, inviting but little the 
foncy of the multitude, where he was sapteiaer Tift 
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Quiticey talks of him as one of those authors who will he 
found to rest much of the interest which surroumls them 
upon their essential non-popularity. Hut we cannot con- 
sent that Elia is iinp<jpnlar. His book has not only the 
delicate aroma which suits the most culti\'ate(I, hut a snme- 
tliing of uatire fragrance which appeals to the multitude 
'as welL 

There are many impatient readers who are not capable 
of this kind of literature at all ; who, indeed, are not to 
be called readers at all, but on the one side workmen iu 
mines, out of which they mean to draw substantial ad- 
vantage : or on the other like the easy audience of the 
Eastern story-teller — romance -de von rera, seekers after 
excitement, if not in act and deed, in narrative and 
history, in something that thrills and tingles the blood 
with the keen vicissitudes of a rapid tale. But no true 
reader, wherever found, can fail to acknowledge tlie power 
of Elia. He is, in the best sense of the word, one who 
writes for writing's sake — not because he has" mucli tu 
tell us, but because it is a pleasure to him to make friends 
with us, to jest and sigh and trifle, to play some whimsical 
trick npon us, to transport us in a moment, all unwit- 
tingly, from laughter into weeping, to play upon all the 
strings of our hearts. Writing of this description is apt 
to be considered by the ignorant the easiest of all manner 
of literary composition. But it is not so; indeed, it is 
the most difficult of all, rejecting compulsory and pre- 
scribed subjects, and following ite own sweet will and 
nothing else. Something of Addison is in Lamb; some- 
thing of the Browns and Burtons in whom he delighted. 
He wanted no subject to discourse upon, nor would 
tolerate any bondage. He liked to wander where he 
would, to talk aa he liked. He had his daily work of 
another description — fohos to write, aa he says, a whole 
library of them, which nobody read. And thus liifl j 
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litemry work repreacDted to hini, not a life's toi], but the 
most exquisite diversion, a pleasant communion with minds 
iinkno\¥ii, and equally pleasant agitation and agreeable 
excitement of possible controversy and dbcussjon with the 
friends visible who would meet, and note, and criticise. 
It gave expression to all the higher aims of hia life, and 
to the gentle genius not great enough for action, which 
yet was true genius in its way. He was, beside such 
amount of classic lore as came from his early -abandoned 
studies, a scholar in English : for there seems no reason 
why the word should not be apphed to the student of our 
own wealthy literature as well as to any other. Hia 
Specimens of Englis}i Dramaiie Poets waa oue of the first 
eflbrts made to revive the knowledge — sometimes, as 
contemporary critics declared, not much to edification in 
a moral point of view, but of great importance in that of 
poetry^of the lesser lights of the Shakapearian age ; and 
shows the finest critical perception, aa well as the most 
delicate poetical enthusiasm. Lamb was, in short, a mail 
of native culture, differing aa much from the Hazlitts and 
Holcrofts as night from day, though all his intellectual 
training had been accomplished at Christ's Hospital before 
he was fifteen. But there are men who are bom with 
this fine quality — edtteaxume, as the Italians say — an 
accomplished mind, aa our grandfathers called it — what- 
ever their external means of training may be. 

Nothing beyond this happened to Lamb in his happy- 
melancholy life. He retired from his office after more 
than Hiirty years' ser\'ice, on a pension, and thought him- 
self blessed ; but afterwards wearied, as so many men do, 
for the wholesome harsli routine which had given a back- 
bone to his life. And all through this long course of 
years the vicissitudes of his domestic existence continued 
the same. Periodically Mary " fell CI." That " Mary 
sends her love from Jiome" tliat " Mary is well," is the" 
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key-note of bis lettora, put at the very beginning before 
auy usual Buperscriptiou, And wlien she felt the fit 
coming on, the two took their way from the recesses of 
the Temple out to the suburbs, in which her place of con- 
finement was, he going with her to the dreadful door, she 
voluntarily putting herself into the prison. All this is 
BO well known, that it seems a useless repetition to tell 
it here. Mary and he together, moved by a desire on 
her part to aid in the expenses of the little household, 
composed the Tales from Shakspeare, which have always 
kept their popularity ; and Mary alone was the author of 
Mrs. Leicester's School, Thus, even literature was in com- 
inon between them. But Mary had no hand, except as 
one of the subjects, in Elia. There she sits, Bridget Elia, 
by the fireside for ever, with that tender observer by her. 
" I for one," he says, " find in myself no sort of disposi- 
tion to go out upon the mountains, like the rash king's 
offspring, to bewail my celibacy." The scene is softly 
silent : the low room hung round with dark Hogarth 
prints, far too harah and pungent for such a kind interior ; 
the fire flickering between them ; he " hanging over, for 
the thousandth time, some passage in old Bui-ton, or one 
of his strange contemporaries;" and she, on the other 
side, in quicker flow of interest, " abstracted in some 
modem tale or adventure, whereof our common reading- 
table is daily fed with assiduously fresh supplies." The 
books that supplied this table in a constantly renewed 
stream — with old Burton slowly mused over in the other 
arm-chair, outlasting nearly a hundred — would be per- 
liaps Mrs. Eadclifle's mysterious romances, or the gloomy 
pages of Caicb Williams, fresh from the press, or the 
Simple. Siorif — ^books which we only come upon in obscure 
corners now, even of that "gentleman's library," which 
would not be complete without them. " Narrative teases 
Die," he says, for to hia eccentric humorous genius con- 
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tinuity is a. troiilile, aud he loves to pause at any moment 
and follow out quaint aasociations and far-reasliing link* 
of fancy; but "she must have a story -^ well, ill, or 
indifferently told, bo there be life stirring in it, and plenty 
of good or evil accidents." It baa been her lot " to have 
had for her associates and mine free-thinkers, leaders, and 
disciples of novel philosophies and systems ; but she 
neither wrangles witli nor accepts their opinions. That 
wliich was good and venerable to her when a child retains 
its authority over her mind still. She never jnggles or 
plays tricks with her understanding. We are both of ns 
inclined to be a little too positive, and I have observed, 
the result of our disputes to be uniforiidy this — that in 
matters of fact, dates, and circumstances, it turns out 
that I was in the right, and my cousin in the wrong. 
But when we have differed on moral points, upon some- 
tliing proper to be done or let alone, whatever heat of, 
opposition or steadiness of conviction I set out with, I 
am sure always in the long nm to be brought over to her 
way of thinking." But she has an awkward trick of 
reading in company, he adds, that his picture may not be 
without a tiny shadow ; sometimes she will answer an 
irrelevant yes or no to a question ; perhaps when she is 
in full tide of a story, will not pause to listen to some 
stammering witty comment, some quaint train of thought 
leading off from these old fields of letters through which 
he is meandering to lands unknown. One can see how 
this happens — not often, for lier sympathy with him 
is boundless : but now and then, when perhaps Miss 
Milner's story is coming to a crisis, or Caleb about to 
denounce his perseciitor. "Where did they get this innate 
unquestionable refinement that goes against every tra^ 
ditiou ? Here is how Mary Lamb, or Bridget Elia, came 
by it, " She was tumbled early, by accident or design, 
into a spacious closet of good old English reading (no 
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doubt in the great country house, where the grandmother 
was the housekeeper, and where, iu all probability, none 
of the young ladies of the family were hall' ao fortunate) 
without much selection or prohibition, and browsed at 
will upon that fair and wholesome pasturage. Had 1 
twenty girls (cries Mary's brother) they should be brought 
np exactly in this fashion. I know not whether their 
chance in wedlock miglit not be diminished by it ; hut 
I can answer for it that it makes {if the worst comes to 
the worst) most incomparable old maids." 

Tlius they lived toi;etlier, and kept each other happy 
■ — between the acts, as Lamb says. Tlie acts were those 
terrible intervals when she was away in the asylum and 
he alone. Wliile they lived in the Temple, the heat and 
happiest part of their lives, the brother and sister held 
little weekly assemblies, which Talfourd, their biographer, 
compares to the more splendid gatherings in Holland 
House. In the one, everything that was noble and im- 
posing, almost royal — stately hospitality, guests honoured 
and proud to find themselves there ; in the other, tlie 
homeliest friendly meeting," the fire playing cheerfully, 
lighting up the low dark walls ; the whist-tablea set out ; 
the substantial, plain supper in the corner ; " Lamb him- 
self, yet unrelaxed by the glass, sitting with a sort of 
Quaker prinmesa at the whist-table, the gentleness of his 
melancholy smile half lost in his intentness in the game." 
But when the moderate play was over, and the supper 
discussed, and " the hot water and its accompauimenta " 
prodiiced, the conversation became more animated. 
" Hazlitt, catching the influence of the spirit from which 
he had just begun to abstain, utters some fine criticism 
with struggling emphasis. Lamb stammers out puns, 
suggestive of wisdom, for happy Barron Field to admire 
and echo ; the various driblets of talk combine into a 
stream, while Miss Lamb moves gently about to see that 
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each modest stranger is duly served, turning now and 
tlien an anxious, loving eye on Charlea, which is softened 
into a half- humorous expreasion of resignation to inevit- 
able fate when he mixes hia second tumbler." Sometimes 
Wordsworth would appear at rare iutervala, and to heap 
him reuite the noblest passages of his own poetry, and 
discuss its theories and power, drew the little company 
together in rapt attention; while still more when Coleridge 
came, every other question was laid aside, " argument and 
liuniorous criticism wave hushed ;" and if a card-table had 
been filled, or a dispute begun before he was excited to 
continuous speech, his gentle voice, undulating in music, 
soon 

" Suspended whiat, and took with raviBliment 
The tlironging audience." 
There were other meetings too in which Elia was a 
conspicuous figure. Among tiiem certain periodical assem- 
blages at the Courier office, where, as we are told by a 
witness quoted hy De Quincey, " Lamb said little except 
when an opening arose for a pun. And how effectual 
that sort of small shot was from him 1 need not say to 
anybody who remembers his infirmity of stammering, and 
hia dexterous management of it for purposes of light and 
shade. He was often able to train the roll of stammers 
into settling upon the words immediately preceding the 
efTective one, by which means the keynote of the jest, or 
sarcasm, benefiting by the sudden liberation of hia em- 
bai^oed voice, was delivered with the force of a pistol 
shot. That stammer was worth an annuity to him, as an 
ally of his wit." Many people will remember the same 
sldU, used not as an ally of wit indeed, which he scarcely 
possessed, but as a picturesque peculiarity, enhancing the 
power of his rolling sentences, in the late Charles Kingsley, 
But Lamb's habitual talk consisted of those random shots 
of playful wit, odd suggestive outbursts, in which there 



16 THE UTERARY HISTORY OF [chap. I.. 

was often something much deeper than met the eye. 
" The mercurialities of Lamb were infinite," says De 
Quincey, " and always uttered in a spirit of absolute 
recklessness for the quality or the prosperity of the sally. 
It seemed to liberate his spirit from some burthen of 
blackest melancholy which oppressed it when he had 
thrown ofif a jest." But the intellectual talk which 
young De Quincey hoped for when he dined alone with 
the brother and sister, and was left with his host after 
dinner, did not come, and the disappointment gives 
occasion for a pretty bit of description, which brings 
before us, in an affecting and attractive picture, the 
worn and pensive aspect of "the man of mirth:" — 

" Over Lamb at this period of his life there passed regularly, 
after taking wine, a brief eclipse of sleep. It descended upon him 
as softly as a shadow. In a gross person, laden with superfluous 
flesh and sleeping heavily, this would have been disagreeable ; but 
in Lamb, thin even to meagreness, spare and wiry as an Arab of 
the desert, or as Thomas Aquinas wasted by scholastic vigils, the 
affection of sleep seemed rather a network of aerial gossamer than 
of earthly cobweb, more like a golden haze falling upon him gently 
from the heavens than a cloud exhaling upwards from the flesh. 
Motionless in his chair as a bust, breathing so gently as scarce to 
seem alive, he presented the image of repose midway between life 
and death, like the repose of sculpture ; and to one who knew his 
history, a repose affectingly contrasting with the calamities and 
internal storms of his life. I have heard more persons than I can 
now distinctly recall, observe of Lamb while sleeping that his 
countenance in that state assumed an expression almost seraphic, 
from its intellectual beauty of outline, its childlike simplicity, and 
its benignity." 

The soft exhaustion of this sketch hushes and softens 
the conclusion of the story. Lamb died ten years before 
his sister. The concluding chapters of his life are 
deeply sad, as the last chapter almost invariably is — 
more sad by far in the dejection of failing strength and 
endiug hope than the hai^der struggle of mid life, with its 
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keener pangs tut counterbalancing enjoyments. Tlteir 
suburban lodgings were not so cheerful or ho congenial i 
as the little chambers on the top story, in the beloved | 
regions of the Temple. During the last year of his life, ' 
Lamb, unable to bear the constant separations, went to 
live with the people who took charge of big sister in her 
moments of illness, anJ so was able to remain with her 
even during that trial. He describes this pathetically 
in a letter to a friend : — 

" I bear my privations very well. I am not in the deptlie of 
desolation as heretofore. It is no new tliin;,' fur me to be left to 

' my sister. When she is not violent, her rambling tliat is better to 
me than the sense and vanity of this world. Her heart is oliscnreil, 
not buried ; it bteitka out occasionally j and one i:an diaueru a strong 
mind struggling with the billows that liave gone over it. 1 cuiilil , 

, be nowhere happier than under the Borne roof wilh her. Hec 
*' memory is rninaturallr strong; and from ages pnat, if ao we may 
call the earliest records of our poor life, she fetches thousands of 
names and things that never ivould have dawned on nie again, and 
thousands from the ten years slie lived before nie. Far twelve hours 
incessantly slie will pour out, without intermission, all "her pa<t life, 

['forgetting nothing, pouring out name after name as in a drenni, 
le and nonsense, truths and errors huddled together, a nierlley 
letween inspiration and possession. What things we are I I know 

, foil will bear with me talking of these things. It seems to ease me, 
for I have nobody to tell these things to now." 

He died the same year (1834), when poor Mary was 
in one of her aberrations, happily for her. When she 
came to herself her constant evening pilgrimage was to 
his grave, till Mends persuaded her to remove from the 
8ad vicinity, She was, indeed, no longer able to care for 
herself, but lingered on, oftener mad than sane, till 1847, 
when she died a very old woman, and was delivered from 
all her troubles. 

Shortly before his death Lamh had borrowed of Mr, 
Gary, Phillips's Theatnivi Poetarum A-nglicanorwrn, which, 
when returned by Mr. Moxon after the event, was found 
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vith the leaf folded dowo tit the ftccount of Sir Philip 
Sydney. Its receipt was acloiowledged hy the fulluwiiig 
lines: — 

* So shotild it be, bit g«ntle frimd ; 
Thy leaf U^t dosed at Sjrdnf.i'f end. 
TboD too, like Svdner, woaldel have given 
The water, thiradn^' and near heaven ; 
Kay were it wine filled to the biim, 
Tfaon hadat look'd hard, bnt giviui, lii:e hiitL 

" And art thou mingled then among 
Those faniuuB sons of andenl eouiil 
And do thev gather ronnd, and prwM 
Thy ie]i«h of their nobler lay* I 
Waxinjj in mirth to hear thee tell 
With what strange mortals thou didst dwell ; 
At thy qmuDt rallies more delighted. 
Thai) faxys long among them lij^hted ! 

" "IHb done ; and ihon hast joined a crew. 
To whom thy bouI wa^ jostly dne ; 
And yet I think, where'er tliou be. 
They'll scarcely love thee more than wc." 

This flower thrown npon Lamb's grave was &om the 
hand of the first translator of Dante, a gentle soul not 

uncongenial with his own. 

Before we leave the elder group of poeta who formed 
the age, and to whose society Lamb's figure ami name 
belong of right, though his poetic rank is low, we must 
take a step forward in chronology to include the strange 
little wanderer in " a world not realised," from whom we 
have repeatedly quoted — the delicate mind and waipeil 
nature, always wild, insubordinate, and deficient of all 
rule, yet exquisite in expression and fine in tbougiit, of 
Tliomas I)e Quincey. He who hung aSwut the poeta and 
their recollections all his life is likewise mingled in the web 
of their exwtenee witli almost inextricable closeness, and 
it would be unkind, even if it were not useless, to attempt 
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to untwine liim from tlie connection in which his best yt 
and best feelings were engaged. When he left the Lnkea 
and their aasociations he bent hia stepa nortliward to 
associate himself with one of the groups we have shortly 
to discnss, so that still bis place is here though he stands 
lower in Time. He was the sou of a Manchester mer- 1 
chant, bom in a wealthy house, and with a fortune 
sufficient to keep him at least from being prematurely 
involved in the stru^le for existence ; but, wilful aud 
fantastical being as he always was, be broke away from 
the restraining care of his guardians while he was still 
very yoimg, and plunged, a strange philosophical musing 
little vt^rant, still a boy in years, and not more than a 
cliild in appearance, into want and misery, and the 
London streets, opening up a curious dreamy vista into 
dismal regions such as are seldom made plain to other 
eyes than those of their unfortunate denizens. After tins 
lie went to Oxford, with a truce patched up between him 
aud those who had authority over him, and stayed long 
enough to go through some part of bis examinations for 
hia degree, with credit ; hut driven aside by some offence, 
or blown away by some caprice, left the place before Ids 
" schools " were over, and, like so many of his greater 
contemporaries, never took his degree. This was the 
more unfortunate that he too was a scholar by nature, 
with the strongest receptive powers, and ought to have 
been, but for that wayward mood in him, the ornament 
of a college. But the Universities in those days evi- 
dently had no power of attracting to them the first 
intelligences of the time. 

While he was at Oxford he came under the influence 
of the Lyrical Ballads, and was moved with all the 
enthusiasm of a convert in the midst of opposition, for 
tliB new poetry, aud the great new gods of it, whom most 
locii blasphemed. His first comiection with them was 
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by means of correspondence with Wordsworth, whc 
replied kindly to his youthful effusion of faith and wor- 
ship ; and I)e Quincey, it is said, travelled all the way to 
the Lake Country to make the poet's acquaintance ; but, 
seized with sudden timidity, returned without daring to 
show himself. A few years later, being in the neighbour- 
hood of Bristol, he went to Nether Stowey on a pilgrim- 
age to see Coleridge, who had removed from that place 
long before, but was, as it chanced, not far off on a visit. 
l)e Quincey, in the extremity of his devotion, followed 
him. " In riding down the main street of Bridgewater I 
noticed a gateway corresponding to the description given 
me. Under this was standing and gazing about him a 
•man," the very " noticeable man, with large gray eyes," 
of whom he was in search. It was nothing out of the 
way to Coleridge that men should come riding out of the 
unknown in search of him, to hear him talk, and draw a 
little to refresh their souls out of his unfathomable 
wealth and life ; and he received the pilgrim after the 
confusion of the first moment with generous hospitality. 
It is characteristic of De Quincey that he cannot give his 
account of this first meeting, which is delightful, without 
introducing " a lady whose face showed some prettiness 
of rather a commonplace order," and plunging into those 
secrets of domestic life with which the reader has no 
concern, be they true or false. This is his weakness 
throughout. His account of the great poets with whom 
he was permitted to live, often beautifully told in choice 
English and with graphic grace, is spoiled to the reader 
by disagreeable investigations below the surface of family 
life, and repetition of confidences which, if made to him 
at all, were certainly not made to be brought forth upon 
the house-tops. This early beginning of his intercourse 
with Coleridge had, however, a distinct memorial enough. 
After the delights of the first visit, in which, as soon as 
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Bthey had gone through the first iirehminaries of flcquaint- I 
fi«nee, " Coleiidge, like some great river, the Oreliaua or ] 
fSt. Lawrence, that having been checked and fretted by 
iiiocka or thwarting islands, suddenly recovers ita volume 
[fof waters and i£a mighty music — swept at once, as if ] 
fieturuiug to his natural business, into a continuous I 
I'Straio of eloquent dissertation, certainly the most novel, J 
I; the most finely illustrated, and traversing the most ] 
I, spacious fields of thought by transitions the most just I 
l;end logical it was possible to conceive." De Quincey I 
i xetumed to Bristol, and there made acquaintance with I 
r- the kind Cottle, the bookseller, from whom he inquired ■ 
into the circumstances of the puet who had so dazzled I 
and entranced him, with the desire of making some I 
ofl'ering that might be of service. Tije result was that ( 
Coleridge accepted a gift of three hundred pounds from | 
the young enthusiast, who had but lg.tely come into pos- i 
session of hia fortune, and was full of natural enthusiasm 
and generosity. It is the drawback of all such genero- 
sltiea that it is difficult to shut out of our mind an 
nncomfortable feeling in respect to the recipient of the 
gift ; a feeling which in this case be himself, it is 
evident, shared most deeply, as may be seen from the 
agitated letter to Cottle, in which he accepts it, necessity 
and gratitude stru^ling with the pangs of wounded 
pride and conscious failure. It* was supposed by the 
young man that Coleridge was unaware who his bene- 
factor WHS ; but he did know it, sooner or later. 

Shortly after this the young worshipper of genius (he 
was twenty-two, and the poets were from ten to fifteen 
years hia seniors) accompanied Mrs. Coleridge to the 
north. She was going with her children back to Kes- 
wick, where she had some years before received the i 
SoHtliey family, and where they were now awaiting her. I 
It was a great chance for the shy Uttle student : for Mrs. i 
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Coleridge waa to visit tha Wordawortbs on tlie way, and 
this opened to him at once, on the footing of intimacy, 
the other two poetic households, in which, for the time, 
all the fortune of poetry seemed enclosed. He shared 
a post-chaise for tiie long journey with that poor lady, 
once tlie pensive Sara of Coleridge's tender fancy, but 
whose commonplace prettiness and ordinariness little I>e 
Quiueey now felt himself free to remark upon. It ^J0 
easy to understand bow the young man's heart mijric 
have beat when he came in sight of the white roadside 
cottage, which he had seen a year before from the other 
side of the lake without daring to approach nearer. 
Now, with little Hartley, strange poet-child, not the least ; 
remarkable of the party, running before him, and all the 
circumstances of an expected and welcome arrival, he was 
brought to these genial gates. The minute description 
he gives of the house and its inmates is very pleasant. 
Evidently Wordsworth and all his belonginga were more 
sacred to the observer than Coleridge, whose brotherhood 
of pain and weakness seems to have mingled in the 
mind of the man, who was hereafter to be known as the 
Opium Eater, something of contempt rather than of 
fellow-feeling, Eeflected from liis higher reverence for 
Wordsworth was a respect for everybody at Grasmere— 
the poet's wife, who could say nothing but " God bless 
you," as well as the inspired Dorothy, she who was the 
fountainhead of finest influence, the more spiritual part 
of the genius which filled the house. After a few days 
in this idyllic house of poverty (or, at least, the most 
restricted living) and poetry, De Quincey set out in 
Wordsworth's close companionship for Keswick. Part of 
the way they walked together like old and familiar 
friends ; and Wordsworth, with that confidence and 
readiness to communicate which was characteristic of the 
brotherhood, read the " White Doe of Kylstone " to his 
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Hew friend on one of their halts. The next evening tlie 
pedestrians arrived at the other house, where., as th» 
sounds of an anJval made themselves heard, " Mr. Cole- 
ridge and a gentleman of very striking appearance" cama 
to the door to welcome them. This wan Soiithey. Thiia 
tlie journey was like an ideal progress ; the very namea 
of the three families, the magical landscapes ruiind them, 
the talk of poems written and unwritten, of philosophiea 
musical as Apollo's lute, hlled the air with strange 
enchantment — iu the midst of which stands the small 
I eccentric figure of the new-comer, like au eldritch grown- 
up cliild, with wonderful ideas gleaming out in his talk, 
and a great awe and admiration in his mind — -yet with 
no true faculty of worship in him, hut much of tha 
temper of the valet to whom hia master is no hero. 

De Quincey settled at Grasmei-e in the white roadside 

cottage which Wordsworth had once occupied, a short 

time after this introduction to the gods of the region ; 

and lived there for eleven years, during which time mauy 

things happened to him. His picture of the pleasant 

country life, so fresh and simple, is our best way of 

knowing what these great brethren were about in this 

mid period of their career. If the little subacid tone in 

Be Quincey's descriptions — a sort of amiable spite, and 

desire to show the reader that the gods be but men after 

all, and that he himself saw through them — is impleasant 

to some readers, it will perhajis increase the interest of 

others, to whom, without a little depreciation, no picture 

■ looks true. It is in his favour that Wordsworth's chil- 

' dren grew very fond of De Quincey ; he was a some- 

' thing between tliemselves and J;he legitimate elders, the 

I grown-up people to whom the little man could scarcely 

' be imagined to belong. Some way off, even farther than 

. a country neighbour is permitted to be, was Charles 

Lloyd, who has been referred to in a previous chapter. 
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tlie " young friond " who " proposed to domeaticate " him- 
self with Coleridge in the early days of Nether Stowey, a 
feeble brother, subject to melancholy delusions, and with 
a dark vein of religious despair running through his 
yeutle life, but of refined mind, and even mild poetic 
faculty, enough, according to the kind estimate of the 
poets, to givB him some slight footing among them in 
addition to the claims of friendship. They were all veiy 
kind in their estimation of the poetical satellites who 
circulated about them, conscientiously criticising their 
gentle sonnets, and applauding the little verses which the 
rest of us, on our low level, are apt to be impatient of. 
Lloyd had circulated about among them during their 
earlier days, going from Coleridge to Southey, and thence 
to Lamb, somewhat endangering, for the moment, their 
cordial fellowsM'p ; for nobody likea to be deserted by 
the friend who is " domesticated " with him, for the sake 
of another friend, however dear. AU those little diffi- 
culties, however, were over before now, and Lloyd had 
settled among them as a neighbour, taking, by reason of 
bis ample means, a prominent part in the little society. 
De Quincey speaks of the "judicious assortment of dinner 
parties," and the " gaiety of soirScs dansantes " at this 
friendly liouse. It was there he saw for the first tune a 
man as unlike himself as it is pos.?ible to imagine — one 
who had been a hero of the Oxford world, while the 
quaint little undergraduate of Worcester buried himself 
in his rooms, or wandered by night in out-ot-the-way 
haunts, apart from the cheerful current of the general 
life. It was only now, from a corner of the dancing- 
room at Low Brathay, that he saw his contemporary, the 
boast of Mi^daleu, the hero of a thousand adventurea, 
John Wilson of Elleraj, the happy, young, triumphant 
athlete, whose life had aa yet been signalised by no great 
intellectual eftbrt. Shortly after they met at Words- 



^■1 



rm. SINETEESTH CENTrKY. 



"worth's, and were thea iDtroduced to each other. They 
"became Meuds at once, and remained so as long as they 
lived, in the strangest union. During the early years of 
their friendship they wandered together over the hills 
and dales, as oddly consorted a couple as it is possible to 
im^ine, Wilson witli a largeness about him which was 
not all size, an expansion and bigness of soul as well as 
body, a dauntless athleticism of the mind as well as of 
the thews and sinews, joyous, fearless, all-adventuring ; 
and by his side the odd, sensitive, abstract little man, 
light and shivery as a bird upon the bough, fuU of dreams 
and visions, a being with as little flesh and blood as pos- 
sible— sufficient and no more to house hia soul in. It 
is pleasant to realise them as they went along in pro- 
longed and endless talk, such as they both loved, with 
enthusiasms which were the same yet so different, and 
minds occupied on similar matters, though from points of 
view so unlike. 

Nothing could be more strange and unlike other 
people, indeed, than the little dreamer in the Grasmere 
cottage. He had been an opium eater, or rather drinker, 
his decanter of laudanum holding the place of wholesome 
wine on his table for some time, and under that influence 
was subject to the most lovely and terrible visions, the one 
counterbalancuig the other. Amid the rosea that covered 
his walls outside, and the books whicii crowded them 
within, he sat and mused, and dreamed, liB imagination 
wandering in the most curious byways. At uight lie 
sallied forth upon long silent walks. "What I liked in 
these BoUtary I'ambles," he says, " was to trace the course 
of the evening through its household hieroglyphics from 
the windows which 1 passed, or saw ; to see the blazing 
'fire shining through the windows of the houses, lurking 
in nooks far apart from neighbours ; sometimes in soli- 
tudes that seemed abandoned to the owl to cntcb the 
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sounds of household mirth ; then some miles further to 
perceive the time of going to bed ; then the gradual 
sinking to silence of the house ; then the drowsy reign 
of the cricket; at intervals to hear church clocks, or a 
little solitary chapel bell, under the brow of mighty hills, 
proclaiming the hours of the night, and flinging out their 
sudden knells over the graves where ' the rude forefathers 
of the hamlet sleep.' " This fresh glimpse of the dim 
and narrow valleys, with the twinkles of light here and 
there, the veil of night over them, the stars twinkling 
on the hill-tops, the distant clocks striking out of the 
gloom, the sleeping houses by which the night- wanderer 
strayed, is wonderfully perfect in its kind. He loved 
nature, and had an eye to see her meanings, without any 
of the drawbacks which interfered with his appreciation 
of men. But when sickness and sorrow came among 
the children of the Wordsworth family, the grief of their 
strange little neighbour was heartrending. They were 
more afraid of breaking to him the news of a child's 
death than to the father. He speaks of "the fierce 
convulsion of grief " which " mastered his faculties " on 
the occasion of the little Catherine's death — with a voice 
which, years after, is still hysterical with the unwonted 
passion — after spending the night upon her grave, "in 
an intensity of sick frantic yearning after the darling of 
my heart ;" and when another child died, Wordsworth 
himself communicated the news "most tenderly and 
lovingly, with heavy sorrow for you, my dear friend," as 
if the stranger had been more to the infant than himself. 
Whether the state of nervous excitement in which his 
opium kept him had anything to do with this excessive 
tender-heartedness, it seems uncharitable to inquire ; but 
before De Quincey left his Grasmere cottage, the agonies 
of mind to which his indulgence in opium exposed him 
had become almost insupportable. He had married in 
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the meanthne the daughter of a dalesman— a woman as 
tender, patient, and all-enduring as any who ever stood 
between a drunkard and bis fate. And bow much is 
that to sa/! He never failed iu loving appreciation t^ 
her, though lie filled lier life with troubles. But the 
strange natiire, full of vagaries, and unaft'ected by any 
sense of duty, wbieb De Quincey had from bis cradle, 
and the growth of aelf-indulgeuce and opium, made nn 
end before long of fortune, such aa it was. All unfitted 
for the struggles of the world, and to work for his daily 
subsistence, he had to do so tant bien que mal, going off 
on forlorn expeditions to Loudon to seek work, and 
making equally perilous attempts in Westmoreland to set 
lip newspapers and organise literary undertakings. In 
the same way, and with the same futile end, as baa been 
recorded, Coleridge, some time before, had begun the 
publication of the Frieiid, which had a brief existence of 
aoine eight-and-twenty numbers, a confused subscription 
list, and a range of subjects far too serious and profound 
to attract ordinary readers. De Quineey's ideas soared 
no higher than a Westmoreland Gazette, but he hoped to 
"float" this triumphantly in all the learned circles of the 
land by means of the exertions of his friends. All this, 
however, was failure unmitigated; and ti'oubles grew, 
aud with them that dark assistant out of the pains of 
the moment, and creator of new troubles, the ever-ready 
drug, the " doses of oblivion." It is very slrange that 
independently, not influencing each other, two men in 
the same small circle, Coleridge and De Quincey, should 
both have been the victims of this living death. 

The Confessions of an Opium Eater, which were pub- 
h'sbed in tJie London Magazine in 1821, is the most 
important of lie Quineey's works. His disquisitions on 
the poets will always be interesting to the students of the 
period, and of that great brotherhood — but they are 



injured by many traces of that familiarity which breeds 
contempt "VVe want, indeed, to know the truth about 
the greatest representatives of the age, but not to have a 
piece of adverse gossip, or the repetition of an ill-advised 
confidence. De Quiucey's descriptions and bursts of 
poetic musing are often brilliant, exquisite in form and 
language. Nobody puts better on hia canvas an aspect 
of nature, or gives us in more detailed and faithful circum- 
stance the surroundings of a human scene. He is not bo 
happy with men, because, for one thing, of his habit of 
detractation, which forbade him from seeing into what 
Wordsworth prosaically calla " the very heart of the 
machine ;" and finally, perhaps, from his own eccentricitiea 
and out-of-the-way thouglits. He wrote many volumes 
of essays, and criticisms of various kinds, and hia best 
work has found a place among Enghsh classics. The 
delicate wit and irony of the essay upon " Murder as one 
of the Fine Arts " has moved many a reader to such a 
laugh, tempered with a thrill of visionary excitement 
and horror, as is rare among the laughters of literature. 
It is an undue honour to this curious little monster in 
literature to place him by the side of Lamb ; but the 
connection of both with the greater group of poets supplies 
an arbitrary link cf association. 



Charleb Lawb, born 1775 : died 1834. 
Publislied Poems n-ith Coleridjie, 3797. 

Bliink Vtrses (with Charlea Lloyd), 1798. 

Jolin Woodvil, 1801. 

Tales from Shakspeore (with Mary Lamb), 1807. 

Specimena of Eiigliali Dramatic Poetry, 1808. 

Poetry for ChilOren, 1809. 

Essays of Elift, 1S22. 

(Origin^y publiehed in Londim SlagtBinc. } 
iiUiuiu Yerses, 1830. 
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Thomas Db Quincbt, bom 1785 ; died 1859. 

Published Confessions of an English Opium Eater, 1822. 
(Originally published in London Magazine), 
Essays under various titles. 
Essenism, Tlie Caesars, etc. 
Autobiography, Recollections of Lake Poets, etc 
Suspiria de Profundis. 

(Originally published in various periodicals ; reissued in 
' complete and revised editioOs 1862.) 
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CHAPTEE IL 

THE CRITICS. 

The art of criticism can never be a heroic art. Of its 
nature and essence it is secondary, since until there is a 
literature to be judged, no tribunal of judgment can be 
formed. It is at best but the aftermath of every intel- 
lectual harvest, and it is often the very last and feeblest 
growth of an exhausted soil But the more literature 
grows, and the more widely education is diffused, the 
more this secondary ar"^ will spread and flourish. It is 
not possible, when the world of readers is extended to 
the very limits of spacie, that they can all, or even a tithe 
of them, judge for themselves ; it is not possible even 
that they should know the mere names of the books 
which are hurrying from all the printing-presses with a 
view to their edification ; and thus the race of middle- 
men become indispensable in letters, as in so many other 
spheres. It has come in our own days to unparalleled 
importance, and is almost worthy to be counted as one 
of the learned professions — at least, if not one of the 
learned professions, as a practical byway in which a large 
number of intelligences nominally belonging to these, get 
bread and get importance. It is a dangerous art — 
dangerous to the public, who are often badly guided, 
though the perils in this respect are largely modified by 
a native instinct, which keeps the mass tolerably 'right 
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whatever advice may be lavished on it ; dangerous to 
authors, who are often injnred and irritated, and some- 
times emhittered beyond redemption, by assaiilta made in 
pure gaiStd de caur; and, above all, dangerous to the 
criti^ themselves, who can hardly fail, in the long run, 
to feel themselves as superior in reality to the writers 
they discuss aa they seem at the moment of discussion 
by means of the artificial platform to which their judge- 
ship raises them. As the office is voluntary, and aa it is 
moat frequently anonymous, it is a most fruitful source 
of literary impertinence and flippancy, and very destructive 
to every natural sentiment of respect and veneration. \ 
When a young man, fresh from college, with no particular 
qualification but the gift of writing tolerable prose, finds 
himself set up on a veiled and visionary throne, from 
which he can throw forth his thunderbolts on the loftiest 
head, with the certainty of producing more amusement 
the more daring his strictures and the sharper his hits 
may be, he would be more than mortal if he did not yield 
to the temptation. Therefore, in all ages critics have 
been the natural enemies, the disgust, or the terror of 
authors : and in proportion aa they have been wittily 
insolent and cleverly unjust, have they been relished by 
the keen appetite of the public and encouraged by the 
cmwd. There are few tilings so amusing as to read a 
really " slashing article " — except perhaps to write it. It 
is infinitely easier and gayer woi'k than a well-weighed 
and serious criticism,* and will always be more popular. 
The lively and brilliant examples of the art which dwell 
in the mind of the reader are invariably of this class. If 
we remember with horror the article that waa said (but 
with very partial truth) to have killed poor Keats, we 
prepare ourselves for pleasure when we see Maeaulay 
draw B book towards him and whet the knife which is 
'■ to cut it up." In the present day of critical news- 
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papers, those which we know as ill-natured are always 
the most popular. It affords opportunities for making 
fun of the finest fjeniua to those who are acquainted with 
the way of it: and in no other way can a little faculty 
go so far. 

It is not oiir intentiou by these prefatory remarks to 
undervalue the wonderful new development of the art of 
criticism which took place in the beginning of the present 
century. We think, indeed, that, like ao many other 
thiiif^s. having been unduly celebrated to all the echoes 
as something more brilliant thau was ever known before, 
it has fallen into somewhat unmerited shadow now. 
Those who de.sire to know what criticism was before its 
time, may judge by such productions aa Gifford's Baviad 
^ and Mwviad, in which, indeed, the authors criticised are 

,' of so small an order that it is scarcely necessary to name 

; ' them in a history of literature, though they might afford 
' an amusing chapter from their very foolishness, did space 

,( pcmiiL The follies of Delia Crusca, tlie Laura Matildas, 

the Julias, the Eiiwins and Annas, were all swept away, 
t it is said, by Gifford's sharp birch bi-oom ; but the 

I delicacies of style with which the critic treated his subject 

are remarkable, to say the least. " Most of these fashion* 
; able writers were connected with the public prints," he 

\ says of one group of harmless rhymesters ; " Delia Crusca 

|| was a worthy eoailjutor of the mad and malignant idiot 

who conducted the Wmid ; Edwin and Anna Matilda 
were favoured contributors to several ; and Laura Maria, 
I'rom the simis squandered on puffs, eould command a 
corner in all. This wretched woman, indeed, in the wane 
of her beauty, fell into merited poverty, exchanged poetry 
for politics, and wrot« abusive trash against the Govern- 
ment, at the rate of two guineas a week, for the Morning 
Post." This was the style which the literary critic need 
in these days ; and wlien we add that the " wretched 



an Asn-JADOmK.I THE NraETBENTH CKNTDRT. 

woman " thus described had sinned no further ag 
literature than by sending foolish verees to a newspaper, 
the reader will be doubly impressed by the value of this 
eritic'a corrections. Southey and Coleridge were thea 
supporting their young households by the two guineas 
weekly, which each of them earned by verses in the 
Morning Post or Chronicle, and there waa nothing either 
imdignified or unusual in this mode of priblication. But 
Coleridge and Southey were higher game, and Gifford 
does not seem to have touched them with his rude hand. 
He was one of those writars whom, having no other dis- 
tinction, and no special place in literature, we can call 
only literary men. He has a kind of mild poetical 
standing on the score of some " copies of verses," one of 
which — " I wish I were where Anna lies " — is very httle 
superior to the productions he demolished so ruthlessly, 
and has the additional disadvantage of recalling to us, 
and risking a comparison with, one of the most touching 
of primitive ballads, the heartrending history of Helen 
of Kiikconnel,' well known to all lovers of song. But 
except by these verses, Gilford's sole claim to recollection 
ia his critical work, ajid his position as the editor of the 
Anti-Jacobin and the first series of the Quarterly, in which 
last office this bitter scribbler " put pepper into the quill " 
with which Mr. Wilson Croker (upon whom Macaulay 
afterwards executed poetic justice) did all he could to 
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I wish I -weif nliele Helen lies. 

Night and day on me she cries ; 

Oh that I were where Helen lies, 

On fur Eirhcounel lee. 

Helen I fair beyond compare I 
I'll mab' a garland o' tlty hsir, 
Shall twine tiiy heart for eiErmair, 
Until the day I dee. 



For 1 ani sick of lingering here ; 
And every hour Affetlion tries, 
Go and partake hei humble Ijler. 

I wish I could ; for when she died 
J lost my all, and life haa proved 

Siaca that sad hour a dreary void— 
A wmM unlovely and nnloved. 



wm 
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assaasiiiate poor young Keats. Gifford had begun life 
very humbly, and his Anna was his houaekeeper^ — ^an 
appropriate muse. 

It was, however, a much finer hand which wielded the 
scourge upon the larger names which in that day graced 
the Poets' Corner of tiie Morning Post and Chronicle: and 
the chastisement thus inflicted has taken a permaoent 
place in literature not accorded to the poetical trifles 
which called it forth. George Canning ia one of the 
most brilliant names in modem English history. His 
early life ia more like that of one of Lord Beaeonsfield's 
astonishing heroes than of any young aspirant in more 
veritable records. Born in. miseryj and brought up for 
the first dozen years of his life in the shabby discomfort 
and almost destitution of a poor actor's shifting and un- 
certain home, he was transported from that dismal life 
behind the scenes to the gonial daylight of Eton and 
Oxford as by an enchanter's wand. The transformation 
was no less striking that It was merely a transfer to the 
position in which he was born, for his father, Geoige 
Canning, was the disinherited eldest son of an Irish gentle- 
man of property ; and poor Mrs. Eeddish, the actress, then 
married for the second time, had been one of the belles 
of society, though now sunk so low. Canning's brilliant 
abilities displayed themselves at Eton in the little school 
journal, the Microcosm, which has never in all the genera- 
tions of school "Chronicles," "Itamblers," etc., been ap* 
proached again. And the young man did all that a young 
man ought to do at Oxford, attracted and was attracted 
by only such companions as were excellent and could 
help him on in the world, which, alas I is by no means 
the invariable consequence of university life. When he 
came up to Lincoln's Inu to study law, his career was, in 
some respects, exactly the same as that of the young 
Endymion, the last hero of Lord Beaconsfield. Like him. 
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he attended the meetinga of a debating society, and soon 
made himself a name in its discussions. But Canning 
was BO far diiferent from Endymion that he liad to change 
his politics before he got into the way of fortune. He 
bad been born and bred a Whig, and as a Whig had been 
known at Oxford. It is reported by some that a visit 
from Godwin, asking him to put himself at the head of a 
revolutionary movement, waa the touch which sent the 
eager young man to the other side ; and by others, that 
Pitt himself, hearing of hia great cLualitie.'?, took pains to 
have him brought within his own persona! influence, A 
clever young man, or rather a young man of abilities so 
distinguished, was a prize for either party at a time when 
so mach was going on, and when politics ran so high. 

Whether, as in the case of Endymion, the great ladies 
of society, with soft determination, pushed the youug man 
on, we are not now in a position to tell ; but certain it is, 
that, entering Parliament in hia twenty-fourth year, he 
became an Under Secretary of State when he was twenty- 
five. It was after he had thus eutered the magic circle 
of power that he took his place in literature, in a way bo 
easy, so mirthful and youthful, yet so effective. France 
waa in those days the prevailing thought in every man's 
mind. The enthusiasm with which the poetical youth of 
the time contemplated this great typical country, working 
out her tragical problem for the enlightenment of the age, 
has been already referred to ; and there was a strong feel- 
ing of sympathy and interest in the wider circle of general 
society everywhere. But after the massacres of Septem- 
ber, and the setting up of the guillotine, this sentiment 
had undergone a great change ; and though there waa 
an influential and able party which stood by what they 
believed to be the cause of freedom, even in spite of 
Napoleon's first conquests, and which strongly opposed 
and discountenanced the war into which England had 
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entered, yet the nsna] dogged patriotism and determina- 
tion to be on our own side impelled public opinion the 
other way. The young minister and recent convert to the 
dominant creed found a glorious opportunity of distinguish- 
ing himself and furnishing his party with that weapon of 
ridicule which is always so effective in political warfare, 
at the expense of the new poets, his contemporaries, whose 
contributions to the Liberal newspapers, even when with- 
out absolute political meaning, gave additional popularity 
and prestige to these journals. It is an easy, if by no 
means an elevated metho<l of criticism, to connect the 
names of political sympathisers in any great movement 
with the violent extremes into which it may run ; but it 
is little less than ludicrous now-a-days to see the respect- 
able and virtuous Southey, whose phase of Eadicalism 
was 30 short-lived, and the dreamy and philosophical 
Coleridge, credited with a wish to bring in the Guillotine, 
to set the streets of LoDdon running with blood as the 
streets of Paris had been, and to aid in the dark designs 
of Buonaparte, as he is always called, the Italian pronunci- 
ation of the young General's name not having yet given 
way to the French. It can scarcely be supposed that 
Canning and his colleagues believed anything of the kind, 
but it furnished them with such an occasion at once for 
frolic and for partisan warfare that they would have been 
more than mortal had they foregone their advantage. 
Had there not been a Canning in the camp, with all the 
zeal of a recent convert, and a schoolboy love of fun to 
light up the eruaade, the Anii-Jacohin would have shared 
the fate of other short-lived political satires. The 
forced fun of tiie prospectus was too heavy to attract the 
reader ; — 

" We liave not arrived (to our shame, perhaps, we avow it) at 
lliut wild and luishackkd freedom of thought which rejects all liobit, 
idl wisdom of i'cjnuev times, iill restiaint of nncient usage and of local 
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ment, and whithjudges upon each euhject, whether of politics 
FnoTals, as it arises, bj lights entirely its own, without refejence 
to recognised principle or established pmctic& We confess, whatever 
disgrace may attend HUch a confession, that we have not so far got 
the better of the influence of long habits and early education, not ao 
far imbibed that spirit of liberal indifference, of diffused and com- 
prehensive philanlhropy, which distinguishes the candid character 
of the present age, butlhut we have our feelings, our preferences, 
onr atfections, attending on particular places, mannei^, and inatitu- 
tiuna, and even on particular portions of the human race. It muj 
be thought a narrow and illiberal distinction, but we avow ourselves 
to be partial to the cddntrt in tiAick we live, notivith standing the 
daily panegyrics which we read and bear of the superior virtues and 
endowments of her rival and hostile neighbours. We are prejudiced 
in favour of her establishments, civil and religious, though without 
claiming for either that ideal perfection which modem philosophy 
professes to discover in the more luminous subjects that are arising 
on all sidee of ns. . . . If, as Philosopher Mon^'e avers in his elo- 
quent and inslmctive address to the Directory, ' Tlie Govenvmeitt of 
England and the French Rrpablic cantiol exiat together,' we do not 
hesitate in our choice, though welt aware that in that choice we may 
be liable, in the opinion of many critics of the present day, to the 
imputation of a want of candour or of discernment. Adniii-ers of 
military heroism are daz:ded by military successes, iu common with 
other men. We are yet, even here, conscious of some quolilicatioa 
and distinction in our feelings. We acknowledge ourselves apt to 
look with more complacency on bravery or skill when displayed in 
the service of our country, than when we see Ihem directed against 
its interests or its safety ; and however equal the claims to aduiira- 
lion in either case may be, we feel our hearts grow wanner at the 
r«cilal of what has been achieved by Howe, by Jarvib, or by Dun- 
can, than at ' Oie glorioiu victory of Jemappes,' or ' l^e immorlal battU 
nf the bridge of Lodi.' In morals we are equally old fashioned. We 
have yet to learn the modem refinement of refemng, in all consider- 
ations upon human conduct, not to any aettted and preconceived 
principles of right and wrong ; not to any general and fundamental 
mles which experience, and wisdom, and justice, and the common 
consent of mankind, have established ; hut to the internal admoni- 
tion of every man's judgment or conscience in his own particular 
inrtance, . . . We have not yet persuaded ourselves to think it a 
safe or a sound doctrine tbat every man who can divest himself of a 
moral error in theory has a right to be with impunity and without 
disguise a scoundrel in pi'actice. It is not in our creed that Atheism 
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is as good a faith as Christianttt, provided it be professed with 
equal sincerity ; nor could we admit it as an excuse for murder 
that the murderer was in his own mind conscientiously persuaded 
that the murdered might, for many good reasons, be better out of 
the way. Of all these and the like principles — in one word, of 
Jacobimsm in all its shapes and all its degrees, political and moral, 
public and private, whether as it openly threatens the subversion of 
States, or gradually saps the foundations of domestic happiness, we 
are the avowed, determined, and irreconcilable enemies." 

This elaborate irony may be new to the reader, who 
knows little probably about the Anti-Jacobin except the 
delightful mockery of its verses. It is curious to imagine 
that Englislimen could ever have been supposed to take 
the pait of the national enemy in such a crisis : and 
whether the lively and brilliant writers of the Anti-Jacobin 
believed their own accusations, it is hard to tell; but 
politics were a passion in that age of overthrow, and Eng- 
land had begun to be excited by ideas of invasion, and the 
blood of the people was getting up. The newspapers of 
the time, moreover, were strong upon the Liberal side, and 
many active minds, and a great deal of literary force, 
seems to have been engaged in the formation of that great 
power of the daily journals, then a comparatively new 
institution, and taking advantage of every means possible, 
even of poetry, to secure its footing. The serious object 
of Canning's paper was, according to the prospectus, not 
only to record events and deliver its opinion upon them, but 
especially to produce " a contradiction and confutation of 
the falsehoods and misrepresentations concerning those 
events, their causes, and their consequences, which may be 
found in the papers devoted to the cause of sedition and 
IRRELIGION, to the pay and principles of France." The 
confutation of these " lies and misrepresentations " occu- 
pies much the greater part of the Anti-Jacobin ; but all 
this has fallen, heavy as a stone, into the waters of 
oblivion. 
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That whicli has survived is of a more ethereal order. 
It so happened that Southey, always venturesome aiid 
rash in metres, had advised himself unwarily to produce, 
among his weeldy tale of verses for his newspaper, some 
curious experiments in classic measures. They . were 
learned, but they were not happy, and It is to be sup- 
posed that either tlie evident imperfections of them, or 
the humour of the imitation, scared him in future from 
this special byway of the poetic patiis. Sou they 'b 
Sapphics were in no way political, but it ia easy to see 
how irresistibly tempting they would be to the malicious 
young statesman, more learned in Cireek measures than 
Southey himself, and eagerly on the outlook for anytliing 
by which he could raise a laugh against his adversaries. 
It was not difficult to make them out to be an attempt 
tg cause enmity between the rich and the poor, while 
the opportunity at once for fun and vengeance was not 
to be passed by. Southey's verses are scarcely worth 
qaotmg. They began as follows ; — 

« Cold was the night wind : drifting (ust the snowa fell ; 
Wide were the downs, and ehelterlesa and naked ; 
"When a poor wand'rur elruggled on her journey 
Weary and way -sore." 

Swiftly upon tiiis unfortunate experiment followed 
the lightning stroke of satire. There are few poems 
better known than the "Needy Knife-Grinder;" but we 
believe the majority of readers are ignorant of the object 
of this masterly mockery — - 
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" Needy Knifc-jninder 1 whither are yon going I 
Rough is the road, your wh(*l in out uf order — 
Bleak hlowa the blast j^your hat ]iaB got a holo ii 
So have your breeches 1 
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" Weary kaife-grinder ! litcle think the proud ones, 
Who in their couches ri>ll along tlie tnmpike- 
-roail, wliat hard work 'tis crjnng all day, 'Eniveg and 
Sciasars ti> grind I' 

" Tell me, Knife-grinder, how came yoH to grind knives I 
Did Bome rich man tyrannically nee you ) 
Was it the squire ) or parson of the parish ; 
Or the attorney ? 

" Was it the squire, for killing of hia game 1 ta 

Covetous parson, for his titiies distraining ? 
Ot roytdsh lawyer, made you lose your little 
All in a lawsuit 1 

" (Have you not r«ad the ' Rights ot Man,' by Tom Paine I) 
Drops of compassion tremble on ray eyelids, 
Ready to fall, aa soon as you have told your 
Pitiful story." 



« Story 1 God blesa you ! I have none to teU, sir, 
Only last nif^ht a-drinking at the Chequers, 
This poor old hat and breeches, os you see, wei« 
Torn in a scuffle. 

" Constables came up for to take me into 
Custody ; they took me before the jnstiM ; 
Justice Oldiniiou put me in the parish- 
-Btocks for a vagrant. 

" I should be glad to drink your Honour's health in 
A pot of beer, if you will give me siipenca ; 
But for my part, I never love to meddle 
With politics, sir." 

FRIEND OF HCMANITT. 

" J give thee sixpence I I will see thee dnmn'd firet — 

Wretch I whom no sense of wrongs can rons 

Sordid, unfeeling, reprobate, degraded, 

Spiritless outcast I" 

Kifia the hnife-griiider, wtrtumt his wheel, and exit 

transport of repviliwn entkiisiaem and univerial phUanthropy. 
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Equally clever, and full of ludicrous suggestions which 
have clung to the popular mind ever since, is the drama 
of the " Eovers " iu which the new Teutonic inspiration 
which was beginning to move the world, the " Robbers " 
of Schiller, the plaj's of Leasing, and — a long way 
behind these — -the di-ainas of Kotzebue — were satirised. 
The wonderful lyric in praise of " sweet Matilda Pot- 
tingen " is almost as well known as the " Knife-Grinder ;" 
and the sudden resolution of the two ladies in the 
"Eovers," meeting for the first time in their lives, to 
" swear eternal friendship " is qiioted every day by many 
people who have no notion where it cornea from. These 
verses have kept the Anli-Jo.eobin alive. The serious 
part of it lost all possibility of living when the Revolu- 
tion scare passed away from the public mind, and Eng- 
land no longer feared her own harmless and deeply 
disappointed visionaries. 

Canning's coadjutor in thia work, as in the Eton 
journal, was John Hookhani Frere, the son of a Suffolk 
family of long-established gentry, with ancestors both 
learned and remarkable, and alt the advantages an Eng- 
lish gentleman with good connections, wealth, and reputa- 
tion could desire. He belonged to the highest class of 
social life, and lived among statesmen and diplomatists 
from the beginning of his days — a circumstance which, 
by some curious law of compensation, makes the record 
of his life far more commonplace than if he had been a 
poor lad on the roadside of existence, or a Blue-coat boy 
about the London streets. Perhaps, however, had they 
been born on the less exalted level, Hookhara Frere 
would never have developed into anything higher than a 
witty citizen, or Canning been much greater than a 
brilliant Deputy or Common Council man. The lives 
which are swallowed up in political movement, with 
nothing but scanty glimpses of society to make up for 
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their lack of human interest, are sadly flat in tlie re- 
counting. Frere was so closely connected with his still 
more distinguished friend, that even the " Knife-Grinder " 
is presented indifferently in the collections of both their 
works, and nobody now can tell which lines came from 
one pen and which from the other. His chief inde- 
pendent production was the satiiical poem known as 
" Whistlecraft," in the lively and vigorous metre after- 
wards adopted and made popular by Byron in "Don 
Juan" and "Beppo," for which, indeed, Byron owned 
some obligation to Frere, though he afterwards preferred 
to describe himself as taking his inspiration from the 
Italian of Pulci. Frere, no doubt, found his model 
there ; and his poem in many parts reads like the livelier 
and lighter portions of " Don Juan." Another piece of 
work for which his reputation is still high among 
scholars is his translation of the " Birds " and " Achar- 
nians " of Aristophanes, one of the few translations which 
are said to render the spirit and life of the original. He 
was the holder of various diplomatic offices, and lived at 
Malta during the later part of his life, the friend of all 
distinguished persons whom Providence wafted that way. 
(Manning's fame is too great, and his historical position 
too important, to permit him to linger here, in the stiller 
regions of the literary world. The sudden smiling on- 
slaught of the young statesman, fresh from the academical 
career which he had passed through so brilliantly, and 
still new to the larger sphere that had received him so 
early, is as interesting as it is daring and eflfective. We 
feel like spectators in a crowd when an unforeseen acci- 
dent happens, and the throng closes round to see what 
the wonder is. It is as if in an ordinary game some 
agile young prince should spring in and take the bat for 
an innings, and send the ball high over everybody's head 
in a long-celebrated hit, hereafter to be talked of among 
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the traditions of the goda. Such waa Canning's appear- ] 
ance in our world of letters. It was the best of jokes, J 
the most delightful, ready, and telhng stroke which a | 
chance comhatant ever made. But he had no time to J 
linger upon it or repeat it, whiuh was all the better for J 
iu fame. i 

A few years after the short-lived Anti-Jacobin, which j 
lasted only about six months, had run its little course in ] 
London, tlie first great periodical organ of criticism had 
its beginning in the North. In the opening years of the I 
century, a group of lively and able young men, with 1 
superabimdant talent and spirit, and not half enough to 
do, had gathered together in a cheerful little society in i 
Edinburgh. They were chiefly young lawyers, with some 1 
young " foreigners "—so described by Lord Cockbum — ] 
Englishmen whose presence in the Scotch capital waa ] 
more remarkable, though, at the same time, in this J 
particular way more usual than at tlie present time: for 
we do uot think it at all a common thing now-a-daya that j 
scions of English aristocracy should be found pursuing ] 
their studies in a Scotch univei-sity. ITie young advo- 
cates were all of liberal opinions, and consequently out 
of favour in the courts. They were shut out from hopes 
of advancement, from all the Sheriffships and oHicial 
posts which kept the Scotch bar in vigour. Lord 
Cockbum, their historian, points out that this exclusion 
was not without its compensating privilege. " It gave j 
them lebure," he says, which, unfortunately, is an advan- 
tage possessed by young barristers everywhere, without, 
we fear, very much good resulting either to themselves 
or any one else, " Being all branded with the same 
mark, and put under the same ban, they were separated 
into a set of their own, within which there was mirth and 
friendship, study and hope, ambitions and visions. There 
waa a psi'ticular place at the north end of the Outer 



House which was the known haunt of tJiese doomed 
youths ; and there did they lounge, session after session, 
and year after year, employed sufficiently now and then 
by a friendly agent to show what was in them; but 
never enough to make them feel that they were engaged 
in a fair professional competition ; reconciled, however, 
to their fate, and not at all depressed by their bad 
character." Among these young Scots were two English- 
men, one (Lord "VVebb Seymour) a spectator rather than 
a member of the band, the other, one of the most lively 
and encT^etic of the group, a young clergyman, full of 
wit, which often verged upon the profane, and never at 
a loss for a happy gibe or humorous mystification. He 
it was who described ihe brotherhood as "cultivating, 
literature on a little oatmeal," a witty rendering of a 
well-known description. They were none of them rich, 
but they were all young, and held in constant activity 
by the lively fire which burned in their bosoms nf 
opposition to all the old-world authorities who kept them 
down, but over whom they were born to triumph. 
After the day of weary attendance upon fortune, pacing 
up and down that histoiical pavement of the Parliament 
House, they met round the supper-table they loved, in 
aome high story of an Ediobiu^h house, where, near the 
skies, they could look nut on one side over the Firth, or 
on the other watch the magical lights upon the crest of 
the old town, and Arthur's Seat in shadowy grandeur 
behind. It was not possible that so much vigour and 
vitality should remain without some kind of utterance. 

Edinburgh was five or six times as far from I^ondon 
in those days as it is now, and though independent in 
opinion, was sadly wanting in opportunities of giving that 
opinion expression. Two or three trifling newspapers 
and an insignificant magazine were all the means of utter- 
by a highly intellectual society, and ft 



school of learning and science sufficiently distinguished 
to call students to it from the most unlikely regions. 
Nothing could be more natural than that these vigorous 
and able young men, to whom, in their own profession, 
employment was so scanty, should have turned to literature 
as the readiest expedient by which they could find footing 
in life, and say their say upon matters which were to 
them of the profoundest interest. To all appearance 
literature, as a task to live by, had not occurred to them 
at the outset ; but they chafed at their inaction and to 
feel how Uttle power they had of influencing the world. 
One stormy spring night tlie brotherhood was assembled 
in JeHrey's little liouse in Buccleuch Place, on what 
Sydney Suiitli describes, witli his usual amusing exagger- 
ation, aa " the eighth or ninth story," when the smoulder- 
ing projects came to a final head. " I proposed that we 
should set up a Review," says Sydney Smith ; " this was 
acceded to with acclamation." They talked it over 
seriously, yet with much of the malicious delight of a 
band of schoolboys planning a mystification. The wind 
was high among the roofs in that home of the winds, and 
as they listened to it, shaking the doors and windows, 
there was much " merriment at the greater storm they 
were about to raise." None of them were old enough to 
be indifferent to this. The deliglit of rousing all the 
echoes, of aiming here aud there a blow that would make 
their adversaries tingle, was warm in their minds. Francis 
Jeffrey, who was the future head of the band, " the 
Arch-critic " as he was called by some of his friends, — 
Judge Jeffrey, as his victims entitled him in rueful refer- 
ence t« a still more reckless slayer, — was a vivacious, 
brilliant, aud indomitable spirit, lodged in one of the 
most insignificant of bodily forms. He had already 
begun to write before this momentous resolution was 
taken, and wa?, we think, the only one among lliem of 
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auy literary experience. By his side was Henry Brougham, 
a lank and sinewy Borderer, with the protuberant nose of 
genins, and an ambition which was boundless, the futm-e 
Lord Chancellor of England, one of the most restless, 
busy, and important figurea of liis time; and Sydney 
Smith, a veiy unclerical elergj-man, yet witbal no bad 
representative of the easy-going English parson of the 
time, with an honest idea of duty, but no particular 
delicacy about his profession or devotion to it. These 
were the three moat fully identified with the work. 
Many others appear and disappear across the scene, the 
gentle Homer, Grahame of the " Sabbath," a mild and 
tender soul, much more clerical than his fellow priest. 
Allen, afterwards the medical officer and ministiant of all 
the social wits at Holland House, and many more : but 
these three appear always in tlie front of the group : 
-Teffrey, rapid and eager, flying on ahead, throwing his 
spear here and tliere out of frolic if for nothing else ; 
Brougham bringing down the whole strength of his arm 
with a more determined meaning; and Sydney Smith 
smiling over his victims, as he played with them, and 
gently probed them with his pen. He was the editor, iu 
some sort, of the new Review, at least of the first number 
— and ia said to have written scores of the articles in this 
first number with his own band. It must be added, 
however, tliat these articles were very different, in point 
of length, from those afterwards adopted. There were 
twenty*three in the first number, some of them not moiu 
than brief critical notices. 

This new organ of htcrary life made its first appear- 
ance in October 1802. It was the beginning of the great 
and popular school of periodical writing. It brought 
after it the first important modern magazine, that of 
Blackwood, and all that since have followed in their 
tmn. 



" The effect (says Lord Cockbum) was electrical It is impossible 
for those who did not live at the time and in the heart of the scene 
to feel, or abnoet to anderstand, the impression, made by the new 
lumiDEtry, or the aiutiety with which its motions were observed. It 
was an entire and instant change of everything that the public had 
been need to in that sort of compoeition. . . . The learning of the 
new journal, its talent, its spirit, its writing, and its indepetiilence, 
were all new ; and the surprise was increased by a work, mi full of 
pnblic life epringing up suddenly in a remote part of the kingdom. 
. . , Many thoughtful men, indilferent of paity, but aniiona for the 
pro(^«BB of the htunan mind, and alarmed lest war and political 
confuaion should restore a new course of dark nges, were cheered by ,' 
the unexpected appearance of what seemed likely to prove a great 
depository for the contributions of able men to the cause of philo- 
sophy. , . . The splendid career of the jouniul as it was actually 
Been was not anticipated cither by its authota or by its most ardent 
admirers, none of whom could foresee its long endurance, or the 
exient to which the mighty inijirovements that have reformed oui 
opinions and institutions, and enabled us to engraft the wiailom 
of experience on the maintaiitable antiquities of our system, were 
to depend on this lingle publication. They only saw the present 
establishment of a. vigour of the highest oixler for the able and fear- 
less diacUBsion of every matter worthy of being inquired into ; but 
ihey could not yet discern the consequences." 

Mrs. Fletcher, whose reminiscences of Ediuburgh life 
have been published within the last few years, and give 
a pleasant aid to our comprehension of the period, adds a 
pretty anecdote which shows the first effect of the pulili- 
eation and the feeling excited by it. She was tlie wife 
of an excellent and able man, one of the despised Whig 
party, whose character and talents had, however, pushed 
him forward, out of the cold shade, into a considerable 
practice at the bar, and whose powers of discrimination 
rose in this case to absolute divination, i.e. the luckiest of 



" The authorship of the different articles was diBcus.ied at every 
dinner-Iable, and I recollect an occurrence at one house which must 
Uftve belonged to this year. Mr. Fletcher, though not hiniaelf given 
lo ocieutjlic inquiry or interests, had been so nim;h srrucl: with the 



logical and geneml ability dieplayed in an article of th« yijung 
Keview on Proftseor Black'a chemirtry, that in the midst of a few 
goestK, of whom Heary Broufthaiii was one, he expressed an opinion 
(while in utter jgnonince a« to the authorship; tv the effect th«t the 
man who wrote that article might do or be anything he plea&ed. 
Mr. Brougham, who whb eeuted near me at the table, sti^tcbed 
e^-erly forwan! and said ; ' What, Mr. Fletther, be anything ? May 
he be Lord Chancellor ? ' On which my husliand repeated hia 
words with emphaaia, ' Yes, Lord Chancellor or anything he de- 



The publication which produced so much excitement, 
and which we have all been taught to look back to not 
only as one of the most brilliant beginnings of literature, 
hut as the most ecathiug and severe of literary censors, 
will scarcely carry out its reputation to the reader who 
casts his eyes upon it, looking backward now over nearly 
s'o'ity years of periodical literature. The review of 
Tbalaba, which was tlie first of the m^ny attacks made 
upon the new school of poets, does not strike us with any 
feeling either of undue severity or briHiaut malice. Though 
Jeffrey opposed the supposed Lake poets strenuously and 
with all his might, he does not rush at them with the 
war-cry of polemical rage, or the glitter of mingled fun 
and wrath in his eyes, which is the true inspiration of a 
"slashing article." The Saturday Beview, at its institu- 
tion, could in this respect have taught many lessons to 
those Clitics of the early century whose victims groaned 
so loudly, and who flattered themselves on such a trenchant 
use of the knife. The most striking particular in the 
special criticism to which we have referred is its respect- 
ful devotion to the old models. Jefl'rey and all his 
hrotherhood were actually suffering for their liberal 
opinions : the ignorant were prejudiced against them, 
and even the sensible influenced by an idea that their 
politics were snch as to afford an opening for similar 
8 to those of France. That their sympathies were 
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all with the revolutionary party, nobody would have 
doubted- Mra. Fletclier, whom we have just quoted, 
whose Imshand, though an older mau, was of precisely 
the same class and party, was suspected on her first 
coming to Edinburgh of having in her poaseesion a small 
guillotine with which she cut off the heads of the fowls 
prepared for dinner, and experimented on rats and mice 
in preparation for the time when " French principles " 
should have got the upper hand. " This popular belief 
reached" (says her daughter) "our father's amazed and 
amused ears by the question asked him in sad earnest by 
a kindly old Highland clergyman, whether it was possible 
that a lady he ao much respected could he so ' awfully 
misled'?" These were the principles with which our 
young writers were also credited — -but though the whole 
excited, half tremulous, half delighted society, looking for 
something bad enough and violent enough to thrill them 
through and through, did somehow manage to secure the 
thhig they looked for, it is amazing to see how little pro- 
duced it. So far as literature was concerned, this dashmg, 
daring band, making its raid like a Scotch Ishmael upon 
all established authorities, was on every point of literary 
tradition as steady as the Anti-Jacobin itself, and not 
more liberal "I'oetry has this much in common with 
religion," aays Jeffrey, " that its standards were fixed long 
ago by certain inspired writers, whose authority it is no 
longer lawful to call in question." It would have been 
very much in consonance with the supposed principles of 
the wi'iter if tliis beginning bad led to a daring renuncia- 
tion of any such allegiance to the past : but nothing of 
the kiud follows, It is well known that the most liberal 
politics by 110 means involve liberality in religioua 
(juestiqua ; but in matter of litei~<itni-e, the mere exist- 
pnoo pf a new school uf poeti-y professing to have " broken 
Ipoae fiflni the bondage of autient autliiii'ity a.T\A reasseited 
VOL. II. E 
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tlie independence of genitis" would, one might have 
thought, iiave secured the sympiitliy of young men whose 
determiuatioii was to " break the bondage of antieut 
authority " in matters of government, and to " reassert the 
indeiienilence " of all the faculties and opinions. But it 
was not 30. The cliief charge brought by the revolutionary 
Keview against the new school of poetiy is tliis : that it 
is "a system that would teach ns to undervalue that 
vigilance and labour wliieh sustained the loftiness of 
Milton, and gave energy and direction to the |ioiuted and 
fine propriety of Pope." 

We cannot, indeed, find in the first Review any trace 
either of extreme opinion, or of that aiulacious force of 
expression which so often ilistinguishes the youtlifnl writer. 
The criticisms are more judicious than brilliant. In the 
first half-dozen numbers there are scarcely as many articles 
marked by any special severity. The three writers who 
suffer moat are all poets, but the venliet in each ease has 
been confirmed more or less by posterity. Charles Lamb's 
tragedy of " John Woodvil " was condemned alike by 
friends and foes. Coleridge, whose friendship for the 
author gives the re^'iewer occnsinu for a fling of special 
sharpness at the end of hia pai)er, was as little pleased 
■with it as Jeffrey could be, and earnestly opposed its 
publication ; an^ nolmdy now remembers or cares to re- 
member that oiir delightful Elia, most lovable and tender 
of his contemporaries, once attempted to put on the 
"learned sock." Joanna Baillie'a tragedies, which were 
likewise demolished i.vith great fervour, have secured much 
respect for their author, but have sunk into practical 
ohlivion, leaving her with a, name which no one contests, 
because nobody is acquainted with the foundation for it. 
Moore's translation of " Anacreon," which was the third 
book assailed, is one in defence of which few now would 
care to take up the critic's glove. The strictures are 



THE mSWEENTIt CENTDRT. 

severe in these eases, but not emel, and it is Jiffiualt to 
understand upon what the hitter resentment of so many 
of the lettered class was founded. Another surprising 
particular which strikes the reader is the numerous criti- 
cisms of French books in these early numbers, aud the ex- 
tremely judicious aud moilorate way in which the questions 
of recent French history are treated. Thouf^h the fever 
was scarcely subsiding in the veins of the public, wliich 
had swept through everybody's puSses so short a time 
before, it is with the most perfect reasonableness and 
composure that Jeffrey treated the great question of the 
origin of revolution in France in the very beginning of the 
new periodical. It would scarcely be possible to take up 
the subject more solwrly in the present day. 

Nevertheless, whether it was that the sudden plunge 
of the little brotheriiood of the North into this sup- 
posed crusade of criticism affected the imagination of 
the public, or that a certain amoiiiit of alarm and amuse- 
ment was called forth by tlda sndden liftiug np of a 
staudard in so unexpected a quaiier, there can be no doubt 
of the real effect produced. The latter argument, no 
doubt, told for something. A local repntation is a won- 
derful support to every new beginner, and though the 
iufluential circles in Ediiiburgh did not agree with or ap- 
prove the Whig baud, tliey still showed a national pride in 
the new undeitaking, which was the most popular aa well 
aa by far the most ambitious literary uudertaking in exist- 
enca The establishment of a High Court of Judicature 
in Edinburgh, before which all English writers should be 
capable of being arraigned, was a matter of pleasure and 
self-satisfaction to the most Tory judge on the bench, oa 
well as to the fiery young politicians who conducted the 
enterprise. The fact of being the smaller aud poorer in 
a copartnership, the least considerable member of a union, 
lias almost invariably this effect ; and it has been emi- 
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He had the courtesy and fine feeling en being invited to 
meet Southey to send it to him, that the poet might judge 
whether he would consent to make his acquaintance. 
" He is too much a man of the "world, I believe, in spite 
of liis poesy," aaya Jeffrey, " to decline seeing me after 
this, whatever he may think of the critic." Southey'a 
report of the meeting is neither so dignified, nor doea it 
make any return of generosity for this manly frankness. 
"I met him_in good humour, being, by God's blessing, of 
a happy temper," Southey writes. " Having seen hiin, it 
would he impoaaihle to he angry at anything so diminutive, 
We talked upon the question of taste, on which we were 
at iaaiie. He is a mere child on that subject. I never 
met with a man whom it was so easy to checkmate." 
The uneasy superiority of this deUverance b one of those 
pettinesses which it grieves us to see a good man give, way 
to. Wordsworth's tone, in speaking on the same subject, 
has the addition of his usual solemnity. " The writers in 
these puhhcations," he says, " while they prosecute their 
inglorious employment, cannot he supposed to be in a state 
of mind very favourable for being affected by the finer 
iniiuences of a thing so pure as genuine poetry ; and as to 
thU instance . . . thoingh I have not seen it, I doubt not 
hut that it is a splenetic effusion of the conductor of that 
Keview, who has taken a perpetual retainer from his own 
incapacity to plead against my claims to public approba- 
tion." I'erhaps it is because we are more nsed to criti- 
cism now-a-days, but we should not think it either dignified 
or decorous, whatever our private sentiments might he, to 
speak of our literary judges in this way. The complaint 
is still more out of place when the poet, like Wordsworth, 
professes to appeal not to the general reader, but to those 
Bpeeially qualified to understand, " I hojie," he says of 
lie " White Boe," " that it will be acceptable to the in- 
elligent, /ur w/mjhi alime -it was writkn." To speak of 
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the " inglorious occupation " of reviewing, tke ti-ade by 
which Soulhey got his bread, as iucapacitating men for 
" the higher iiifluencea of poetry," was singularly unfortu- 
nate. 

But though the EdiiAur^h Mcview shows to us, looking 
hack upon it, no character of special truculenoe, nothing 
worse than we find and support with equanimity in much 
less important publications now-a-days, yet it raised such 
commotions as no other critical journal has ever raised, 
and held such a place during its early years as has never 
been paralleled. A man might well be proud, whose foot, 
as it touched the ground, exploded such a brilliant and 
furious firework as the English Bards and Scotch Revitwers, 
to which we must refer farther on. The touch of spiteful 
and contemptuous rage, in that the reviewers were Scotch, 
is one of the most curious signs of the tenacity of national 
sentunent. We are by no means sure that it is not in 
existence still. 

On the other hand, the admii-ation of the Edinburgh 
circles was bonndless. Mrs. CJrant of Laggan, one of the 
most agreeable of social chroniclers, and herself a writer 
of some reputation, speaks of her " Arch-critic " with an 
enthusiasm at which probably he would have been the 
first to laugh. Slie neither approved the politics nor the 
metaphysics of the new periodical, but wishes that Jeffrey's 
" precious little essays" might be separated from the mass 
and bound up together. " Was there ever such a ci-ealure 
as Jefil'rey ?" she adds; "his fertility of mind, and the 
ease and felicity with which he clothes original and 
powerful thoiights in terms the most graceful and express- 
ive, never apiieared more than in his last criticism on 
that splendid wTiter, Lord Byron." Here we touch iipnn 
another chaptei- in the gieat and varied tale: but before 
Byron's day of vengeance Jeffrey had all hut fought a 
duel with Moore, in coiiseiniunce of an lulverae article. 
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It is almost impossible to refrain from a laugh at tlie iilea ^| 
of a poet ami his critic tlius muetiug " upoa the field of ^M 
lioiiour ;" and the tendcucy is, we fear, exaggerated by a H 
recollection qaite unworthy liistorical gravity, of the very ^M 
small size of both the would-lw corabataiita. ^M 

Jeffrey sooa settled into the permanent editor of the ^M 
Seview, and its repreaentative in every way. Hia col- ^| 
leAgitea nearly ail dispersed within a few years, and though ^| 
they continued to contribute from a distance, his waa ^| 
always the leading and shaping influence, the centre of its ^| 
activity and reputation. Though he had a great power ^| 
of wounding, and used it boldly, it cannot be said of ^| 
Jeffrey that he was in any respect an ungenerous critic ^| 
Even iu his unsparing condemnation of the " Lake School,'' ^| 
and tlie curious literaiy conservatism which he united to '^| 
hia Lil>eral politics, he did a certain justice to the very ^B 
object of hia caatigation, fiuding beauty in " Tlialaba," 
and power in the " Kscwrsion," even though he proclaimed 
nf the latter that "Tliia will never do." He waa wrong 
sometimes, no doubt, like other men ; but while Southey 
was right in his exclamation, "Crush the 'Excursion!' 
he might as well think of crushing Skiddaw," he was 
absurdly wrong in his estimate of Jeffrey's character, as 
was Woi-dsworth, when he said that in such an " iiiglorious 
occupation " no susceptibility to pure poetry waa to be 
looked for. They were too near each other to be able to 
perceive each other's proportions and weigh their respect- 
ive powers. 

We cannot refrain from referring here to the sketch 
of Jef&ey published in the Heminisccnccs of 'iTiomaS' 
Ciirlyie, wliich have been given to the world since the 
greater part of this cliapter was wiitten. It is, we think, 
the most real and characteristic portrait in that painful 
book, and in many points touched with masterly lightness 
luid tnitii. (_iloomily uicditatiuy ou hia own as yet uure- 



»6 



THK LITEItARY HISTORY OF 



[CHAF. IT. 



\ 



vealed career, and wondering whether fate was ever to 
briny bim to anything better than the chaos of perturlted 
geiiiua and doubt and care, in which he was dweliing, 
C'arlyla found a sort of opening into daylight and cheer- 
fulness in bis first encounter with the great critic. Going 
to his house with an introduction from one of the friends 
whom he had made in London, Barry Cornwall (so called), 
the poet, the big Annandale man with bia sha^y locks 
and gleaming eyes, as ready to take offence as any 
man in Britain, found himself suddenly charmed and 
Boothed by the genuineness, ivarintb, and friendliness with 
which he waa received. 

"Five pair of candlea were cheerfully burning, in the light of 
which ant iny famous httle gentleman : Iwid aside his work, cheer- 
fully invited me to nt, and hegan talking in a perfectly human 
nuinner. Our dialogue was perfectly human and succe^itfiil : lasted 
for perhaps twenty minutes (for I could not conenmc a great man's 
tinie) 1 turned ttpan the usual topics — what I waa doing, what I hod 
pahlished, ' German Romance ' translations my lost thing, to which, 
I rememher, he said kindly, ' We must give yimjt lift ;' an offer 
which, in some complimentary way, I manned to his putififaction 
to decline. My feeling with him waa that of iinemhiirrassmeiit : a 
reasonohte, veracious little man, I eould perceive, with whom any 
truth one felt good to utt«r would have a fair chance," 

This interview was followed by the appearance in the 
very next Edinhurgh Review of " A little paper on Jean 
Paul," which was Carlyle's real introduction to the lists 
of literature, and showed such ready insight and prompt 
action on the part of the critic as might atone for many 
of his literary sins. " Jeffrey waa by no means the 
supreme in criticism, or in anytldng else : but it is certain 
there has no critic appeared among us since who was 
worth naming beside Mm," adds the same incorruptible 
and never too gentle witness. " He was not deep enough, 
pious or reverent enough to have been great in lit«mture : 
but he waa a man intrinsiwilly of veracity : said nothing 
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without meaning it to some cnnsitlerable degree ; tad the 
quickest perceptions; excellent pructical discernment of 
what lay before him." The foUowuig little picture, cut 
as witli a diamond, of hia person and appeai'ance cannot 
but light up any page on which it is quoted : — 

" I lirrueetly admireii Tiim ; . . . was always filiicl to notice liini 
when I atroUed intn tbe courts, and eagerly enou^li etept up to bear 
hiin if I found l»im pleailing : a delicate, attractive, dainty, littk 
figure, as he merely watked about, niiicb more if he were Hpeatiug : 
imcomnionly bright black eyes, inntinct with vivacity, iutelligence, 
and kindly fire: roundish brow, delicate oval face, full of rapid 
ezpresBion ; figure light, nimble, though so smnll. He hnd Lis 
gown, almost never any wig, wore his black hair closely cropt. I 
have Boen the hack part of it suddenly jerk out in some of the rapid 
expreBsions of his face, and knew, even if behind him, that his brow 
was then puckered, and hia eyes looking aruhly, half conteniptuoudy 
□ttt in conformity to some conclnsive little cut his tongue was 
Kivin':. His voice, clear, harmonious, and eonorons, had something 
of metallic in it, something alraotit plaugent ; never roae into alt, 
into liny dissonance or ahrillness, nor carried much the character of 
hitmour, though a fine feeling of the ludiurous always dwelt in him 
— -as you wuld notice best when he got into Scotch dialect, and 
gave you, with admirable truth of luinucry, old Ediuhurgh incidents 
and experiences of bis." 

Loiig years after this, if the writer may be permitted 
a personal note, when she bad put forth into the world, 
ill all the inexperience of extreme youth, a modest little 
novel, this great critic and priuce in literature took the 
trouble to write to the unkuowu novice, of whose very 
name be was ignorant, a letter full of the most delicate 
criticism and fatherly commendation. This was only a 
few weeks before his death, and the band was already 
tremulous with weakness which bade the new-comer 
welcome. 

Such was the man of whom it must be allowed that 
he created a new power in literature, howsoever we 
rate for good or evil bis exercise of it A curious volume 
lately published, containing the correspondi 
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Macvey Napier, lias thrown a strange and aTniisitig li^ht 
upon tlie ait of editing, as employed upon tiiis siime 
EdinifUTgh Bemew in its Ifiter stages. Amusiug, how- 
ever, as it may be to the rea<ler, it must have had a ^'ery 
different effect upon the harassed and anxious head 
of the band, with so many different minds to keep in 
harmony. All this Jeffrey bore "lightly aa a flower," 
with unfailing vivacity, and that readiness to throw him- 
self into the middle of the fray, and make up aU defici- 
encies, which 18 so essential to the leaders of perio<Ucal 
literature. And it must be remembered that tlie enter- 
prise was new, in every sense of the word, an experiment 
in " the trade " as well aa in letters. The group of 
friends met, with a certain secrecy, " in a dingy room off 
Willison's printing-oltice, in Craig's Close," to read over 
the proofs of their articles, with mutnal criticism, and no 
donht a great deal of that mutual admiration which keeps 
such groups togetiier, " Smith was by far the most timid 
of the confederacy, and believed tliat unless our ineogniio 
was strictly maintained, we could not go on a day. And 
this was bis object in making us hold our dark divans at 
"Willison's office, to which he insisted on our repairing 
singly, and by back approaches or by different lanes ! " 
This was a remnant of tlie old belief in the gm'xs irriiabilf, 
the old canoua of revenge for criticisTn, which the 
Edinburgh was the instrument of finally destroying, by 
making criticism an institution in the literary world : bnt 
it is curious to identify so outspoken, and apparently 
fearless a nature as that of Sydney Smith, an Englishman 
par excellence, as the originator of these mysterious pre- 
cautious. Tlius obstinate anonymity, also, made it difiicult 
for all but the inner circle to discover who was the author 
of a more than usually brilliant ami telling article, and 
thus was supposed to add to the intei'cst of the public. 
The principle liiigere still iti sonic r^^gicms, and .'specially 
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in tlie only grent literary organ which still has its Iiead- 
(juartera in Eiliiiliurgli. In our own days, a different 
canon has begun to lie supreme ; but we cannot help 
reverting with approval to the earlier idea. It is true 
that in the chief circles of literature there is never any 
great uncertainty as to whose is the hand that administers 
chaatiaement, but we helieve that criticism is always most 
free, both for praise or blame, when it is anonymous, and 
that the verdict of an important publication, whether it 
he review as in those days, or newspaper as in our own, 
ia more telling as well as more dignified than that of on 
individual, whose opinion, in nine cases out of ten, becomes 
of inferior importance to us the moment we are acquainted 
with his name. 

Bnt it ia very curious and amusing to call up before 
us this scene, so oddly at variance with all the aims and 
objects of the innocent conspiracy, yet so entirely in 
keeping with external circumstances. We might search 
all Europe through, without finding so fit a background 
for the meeting of a band of secret plotters. The dark 
and stately street, dimly lighted with the picturesque 
twinkle of smoky lamps ; a blue lane of wintry sky above, 
broken by ail the lofty gables and turrets half as high as 
heaven ; and far down below, amid all the confused crowd 
of life, now and then a furtive figure, little Jeffrey, light 
and rapid, skimming along the pavement, young Brougham 
with lanky limbs and nose in the air, and Smith, plump 
mid pleasant, he of all the rest the least congenial to the 
scene. To see them dive and disappear into the dark 
entry " by different approaches," though perhaps they had 
strolled out of the Parliament House arm in arm ten 
minutes before, must have been as odd a sight as any 
tliat curious age presented. The other scene in which the 
new editor appeared (ibout tlie same time, the diili-meet^ 
ings of the Eiliubiirgh vohiiiLeer bauds, labouring unthn- 
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the inilepeiideiiee of genius" wouIJ, one mi'i^'Iit Iiave 
thouglit. Lave secured the sympatliy oi" youug men whose 
detemiiuation was to "break the bundage of antient 
authority " in niattera of government, and to " reassert the 
independence" of all the faculties and opinions. But it 
was not ao. The chief charge brought by the Tevohitionary 
Review against the new school of poetry is this : that it 
is " a system that would teach us to undervalue that 
vigilance and labour which sustained the loftiness of 
Milton, and gave energy and dii-ection to the pointed and 
fine propriety of Pope," 

We cannot, indeed, find in the first Keview any trace 
either of extreme opinion, or of that aiidacioua force of 
expression which so often distinguishes the youthful writer. 
The criticisms are more judicious than brilliant. In the 
first half-dozen numbers there are scarcely as many articles 
marked by any special severity. The three writere who 
suffer most are all poets, but the verdict in each case has 
been confirmed more or less by posterity. Charles Lamb's 
tragedy of "John Woodvil" was condemned alike by 
friends and foes. Coleridge, whose friendship for the 
author gives the reviewer occasion for a fiing of special 
sharpness at the end of his paper, was as little pleased 
with it as Jeffrey could be, aud earnestly ojiposed its 
publication ; an4 nobody now remembers or cares to re- 
member that our delightful Elia, most lovable and tender 
of his contemporaries, once attempted to put on the 
" learned sock." Joanna Baillie's tragedies, which were 
likewise demolished with great fervour, have secured mtieh 
respect for their author, but have sunk into practical 
oblivion, leaving her with a name which no one contests, 
because nobody is acquainted with the foimdation for it. 
Moore's translation of " Anacreon," which was the third 
book assailed, is one in defence of which few now would 
care to take up the critic's gloye. The stricturps are 
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Severe iii tliese cases, but not cmel, and it is difficult to 
understand uj^on wliat the liitter resentment of so many 
of the lettered class was fminded. Another surprising 
particular which strikes the reader is tlie nmnerons criti- 
cisms of French books in these early nunjhera, and the ex- 
tremely judicious and mofWate way in which the questions 
of recent French history are treated. Thouf^h the fevei 
was scarcely subsiding in the veins of tlie iiublic, which 
Lad swept thrtnigh everybody's pulses so short a time 
liefore, it is with the most perfect reasonableness and 
composure that Jeffrey treated the great (juestion of the 
origin of revolution in France in the very beginning of tlie 
new periodical It would scarcely be possible to take up 
the subject more soberly in the present day. 

Nevertheless, whether it was that the sudden plunge 
of the little brotlierliood of ilie North into this sup- 
posed crusade of criticism affected the imagination of 
the public, or that a certain amouut of alarm and amuse- 
ment was called forth by this sudden lifting up of a 
Btaudard in so unexpected a quarter, there can be no doubt 
of the real effect produced. The latter argument, no 
doubt, told for something. A local reputation is a won- 
derful support to every new beginner, and though the 
intluential circles iji Edinburgh did not agree with or ap- 
prove the Whig band, they still showed a national pride in 
the new imdertaking, which was the most popular as well 
aa by far the most ambitious literary undertaking in exist- 
ence. The establishment of a High Court of Judicature 
in Edinburgh, before which all English writers should be 
capalde of being arraigned, was a matter of pleasure and 
self-satisfaction to the most Tory judge on the bench, aa 
well as to the fiery young politicians who conducted the 
enterprise. The fact of being the smaller and poorer in 
a copartnership, the least cousiderable member of a union, 
has ahnost invariably this effect; aud it lias lieen emi- 
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neiitly the case in Scotland that the pleasure of rivalling, 
or eveu, as slie has hoped, siirpaasiug, her stronger partner, 
has always elated her, vrhether the success was achieved 
in the way most congenial to her traditions or not And 
it ia scarcely possible to avoid remarking the natural 
converse of this feeling in the sentiment of the writers 
assailed, whose proverbial objection to criticism was em- 
bittered by the unexpected quarter from which it canie, 
and who looked upon their assailants on the other side of 
the Tweed with an annoyed and jealous dislike, and some- 
thing of that angry surprise with which the sudden on- 
slaught, and what is more, victory, of a atripUng, of whom 
nobody was afraid, might be regarded by his seniors and 
superiors. 

Of these aulky and alarmed spectators Sonthey is the 
best spokesman, " The Eilinhurgh Review will not keep 
its ground," he says. " It consists of pamphlets instead 
of critical accounts." " Of Judge Jeffrey, of the Edin- 
iiirgk Review, I must ever think and speak as of a bad 
politician, a worse moralist, and a critic in matters of taste 
etjually incompetent and unjust." In another place, the 
most courteous and amiable of poeta speaks of " a Scotch 
scoundrel calculating how to make the most per sheet 
with the least amount of labour." When he visited 
Ediubui^h in 1805, his verdict both upon his special 
critic and the society in general was of the moat con- 
temptuous kind, though always with a snarl of alarmed 
rage in it "Scotch society disappointed me," he says, 
" as it must do a man who loves conversation instead of 
discussion. Of the three faculties of the mind, they seem 
exclusively to prefer judgment They have nothing to 
teach and a great deal more to learn than I should care 
to be at the trouble of instructing them in." Jeffrey had 
written a review of Southey's la.?t poem, "Madoc," at tlie 
period of this visit, but the article had not been published. 
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He had the c^jurlesy and fine feelinj- en beinj; invitwl to 
meet Suuthey to aend it to him, that iho piiet mif^Lt jiulge 
wlietlier he would consent to make Ijis acquaintance, 
" He is too much a man of the world, I believe, in spite 
iif lu3 poesy," says Jeffrey, " to decline seeing me after 
tliis, whatever he may tlunk of the critic." Southey's 
report of the meeting is neither so dignified, nor does it 
make any return of generosity for tliis manly frankness. 
■' I met Iiini_in good humour, being, by God's blessing, of ' 
a happy tumper," Houthoy writes. "Having seen liira, it 
wrmld be impossible to be angry at anything so diminutive. 
We talked upon the question of taste, on which we were 
at isflua He is a mere child on tliat subject I never 
met with a man whom it was so easy to checkmate." 
The uneasy superiority of this deliverance is one of those 
pettinesses which it grieves ns to see a good man give way 
to. Wordsworth's tone, in speaking on tlie same subject, 
Las the addition of liis usual solemnity. " The wiiters in 
these publications," he says, " while they prosecute their 
inglorious employment, cannot be supposed to be in a state 
of mind very favourable for being affected by the finer 
influences of a thing so pure as genuine poetry ; and as to 
this instance . . , though I have not seen it, I duuht not 
but that it is a splenetic effusion of the coiiLluctor of that 
Eeview, who lias taken a perpetual retainer from his own 
incapacity to plead against my claims to public approba- 
tion," Perhaps it is because we are more used to criti- 
cism now-a-days, but we should not think it either dignified 
or decorous, whatever our private sentiments might be, to 
speak of our literary judges in tliis way. The complaint 
is still more out of place when the poet, like Wordsworth, 
professes to appeal not to the general reader, but to those 
sjiuciuUy qualifieil to understand. " I hope," he says of 
Iwj " White T)oe," " that it will be acceptable to the in- 
iiUigent, fur wliaux, alone it leas imH/.tm." To spL-ak of 
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the "inglorious occupation" of reviewing, the trade by 
which Soulhey got his bread, as incapacitating men for 
" the higher influences of poetry," was singularly unfortu- 
nate. 

But though the Edinburgh Review shows to us, looking 
back upon it, no character of special truculence, nothing 
worse than we find and support with equanimity in much 
less important publications now-a-days, yet it raised such 
commotions as no other critical journal has ever raised, 
and held such a place during its early years as has never 
been paralleled. A man might well be proud, whose foot, 
as it touched the ground, exploded such a brilliant and 
furious firework as the English Bards and Scotch RevieiverSy 
to which we must refer farther on. The touch of spiteful 
and contemptuous rage, in that the reviewers were Scotch^ 
is one of the most curious signs of the tenacity of national 
sentiment. "We are by no means sure that it is not in 
existence stilL 

On the other hand, the admiration of the Edinburgh 
circles was boundless. Mrs. Grant of Laggan, one of the 
most agreeable of social chroniclers, and herself a writer 
of some reputation, speaks of her " Arch-critic " with an 
enthusiasm at which probably he would have been the 
first to laugh. She neither approved the politics nor the 
metaphysics of the new periodical, but wishes that Jeffrey's 
"precious little essays" might be separated from the mass 
and bound up together. " Was there ever such a creature 
as Jeffrey ?" she adds ; " his fertility of mind, and the 
ease and felicity with which he clothes original and 
powerful thoughts in terms the most graceful and express- 
ive, never appeared more than in his last criticism on 
that splendid writer, Lord Byron." Here we touch upon 
another chapter in the great and varied tale : but before 
Byron's day of vengeance Jeffrey had all but fought a 
duel with Moore, in consequence of an adverse article. 
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It is almost impossible to refrain from a laugh at tlie iiii'a 
of a iwet and lua critic tliua meeting " upon tlie field of 
honour ;" aud the tendency ia, we fear, exaggerated by a 
recollection quite unworthy historical gravity, of the very 
small size of both the would-be combatants. 

Jeffrey soon settled into the permanent editor of the 
Seviaa, aod its representative in every way. His col- 
leagues nearly all dispelled within a few years, and though 
they eontinued to contribute from a distance, his was 
always the leading and shaping influence, the centre of ita 
activity and reputation. Though he had a great power 
of wounding, and used it boldly, it cannot be said of 
Jeffrey that he was in any respect an ungenerous critic 
Even in his unsparing condemnation of the " Lake School," 
and the curious literaiy conser^'atism which he united to 
his Liberal politics, he did a certain justice to the very 
olijects of hia castigation, finding beauty in " Thalaba," 
and power in the " Excursion," even though he proclaimed 
of the latter that "This will never do." He was wrong 
st)raetimea, no doubt, like other men ; but while Southey 
was right in his exclamation, "Crush the 'Excursion!' 
he might aa well think of crushing Skiddaw," he was 
absurdly wrong in his estimate of Jeffrey's character, aa 
was Wordsworth, when he said that in such an " inglorious 
orcnpation " no susceptibility to pure poetry was to be 
looked fur. They were too near each other to be able to 
perceive each other's proportions and weigh their respect- 
ive powers. 

We cannot refrain from referring here to the sketch 
of Jeffrey published in the Beminis-xnces of Thomas ■ 
Cnrlyle, which have been given to the world since the 
greater part of this chapter was written. It is, we think, 
the most real and characteristic portrait in that painful 
book, and in many points touched with masterly lightness 
and trutli. Gloomily nicditiiting on liis own as yet unre- 
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vealcd career, and wondering wlietlier fate was evur ta 
bring him to anything better than the chaog of perfcurlHad 
genius aud doubt and care, in which he was dwelling, 
Carlyle found a sort of opening into daylight and cheer- 
fulness in hia first encounter with the great critic. Going 
to his house with an introduction from one of the friends 
whom he had made in Ivondon, Barry Cornwall (so cttUed), 
the poet, the big Annandale man with hia shaggy locks 
and gleaming eyes, as ready to take offence as any 
man in Britain, found hiiaself suddenly charmed and 
soothed by the genuineness, warmth, and friendliness with 
which lie was received. 

" Five pair of canJIes were cheerFully btinung, in the li^lit of 
which Bat my faniDua little gentleman : kid aaide hiii wnrk, cheer- 
fully inyited me to sit, and hegan talking in a perfectly bnman 
manner. Our dialoRne was perfectly human and successful ; lasted 
for perUiipB twenty minutes (for I conld not coneiuue a great man's 
tinie) ; tiimeil upon the usual topics — what I wa« doing, what I had 
puLlished, ' Gkrtiian Romance ' translations ray last thing, to whith, 
I remember, he said kindly, ' We must give you a lift ; ' an offer 
which, in some complimentitry way, I managed to hia aatisiaction 
to decline. My feeling with Lim was that of nnenibarrassment : a 
reasonable, veracious little man, I could perceive, with whom any 
truth one felt good to utter would have a £air chance." 

This interview was followed by the appearance in the 
very n^ct Edinhurgh Heview of " A little paper on Jean 
Paul," which was Carlyle's real introduction to the lists 
of literature, and showed such ready insight and prompt 
action on the part of the critic as might atone for many 
of his literary sins. " Jeffrey was by no means the 
supreme in criticism, or in anything else : but it 'is certain 
there has no critic appeared among us since who was 
worth naming beside liim," adds the same incorruptible 
and never too gentle witness. " He wa^ not deep enough, 
pious or reverent enough to have been great in literature : 
but he was a man intrinsically of veracity : said nothing 



without meaning it to some considerable degree; hart the 
quickest perceptions ; excellent practical discernment of 
what lay before him." The following little picture, cut 
as with a diamond, of his person and appearance cannot 
but light up any page on which it is quoted : — 

" I linueatly admired him ; - . - was always glad fo notice Tiiin 
when I strolled into the courte, and eagerly enough ettpt up to hear 
him if I found him pleading: a delicate, attractive, dainty, little 
figtire, as h« merely walked about, much more if he were B{>eakiu); ; 
imcomnionly bright black eyes, iuBtinet with vivacity, intelligence, 
and kindly fire: roundish brow, delicate oval face, full of rapid 
eipreirion ; figure light, nimble, though bo Email. He had bis 
l^wn, almost never any wig, wore bia black hair c1oB«1y cropt. I 
liuve seen the back part of it suddenly jerk out in some of the rapid 
exprpBiiions of his face, and knew, even if behind him, Ibot bis brow 
waa tlien puckered, imd bia eyes looking archly, hftifconteiiiptuonBly 
out in conformity to some conclasive little out his tongue was 
^vin).'. His -voice, clear, harmonious, and isouoroiii>, bad something 
of metallic in it, somethiug olmoet plangent : never rose into alt, 
into any disainan(!e or BhrillneBs, nor carried much the character of 
humour, Ihougb a fine feeling or the ludicrous always dwelt in him 
^a» you could iintioe best when be got into Scotch dialect, and 
gave you, with admirable truth of mimicry, old Edinburgh inuidtutB 
and experieuu^B of his." 

Long years after this, if the writer may be permitted 
a personal note, when she had put forth into the world, 
iu all the inexperience of extreme youth, a modest little 
liovel, this great critic and prince in literature took the 
trouble to write to the unknown novice, of whose very 
uume he was ignorant, a letter full of the most delicate 
criticism and fatherly commendation. This was only a 
few weeks before his death, and the hand was already 
tremulous with weakn^s which bade the new-comer 
welcome. 

Such was the man of whom it must be allowed that 
he created a. new power in literature, howsoever we may 
rate for {-ood or evil liis exarcise of it. A curious volume 
lately jjubiiwhed, containing the corresjjundenee of Mr. 
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Macvey Napier, lias thrown a stranf^e and amusing light 
upon the art of editing, as employed upon tliia samtj 
Edinburgh Eevifvj in its later stages. Amusing, how- 
ever, aa it may be to the reader, it must have had a very 
different effect upon the harassed and anxious head 
of the band, with so many different minds to keep in 
harmony. All this Jeffrey bore "lightly as a flower," 
with unfailing vivacity, and that readiness to throw hira- 
Belf into the middle of the fray, and make up all defici- 
encies, which is so essential to the leaders of periodical 
literature. And it must be rememl>ered that the enter- 
prise was new, in every sense of the word, an experiment 
in " the trade " as well as in letters. The group of 
friends met, with- a certain secrecy, " in a dingy room off 
Willison's printing-office, in Craig's Close," to read over 
the proofs of their articles, with mutual criticism, and no 
doubt a great deal of that mutual admiration which keeps 
such groups together. " Smith was by far the most timid 
of the confederacy, and believed that unless our incognito 
was strictly maintained, we could not go on a day. And 
this was bis object in making us hold our dark divans at 
"Willison's office, to which he insisted on our i-epairing 
singly, and by back approaches or by different lanes ! " 
This was a remnant of the old belief in the geniis irritabUi; 
the old canons of revenge for criticism, which the 
JSdinhurgk was the instrument of finally destroying, by 
making criticism an institution in the literary world : but 
it is curious to identify so outspoken, and apparently 
fearless a nature aa tliat of Sydney Smith, an Englishman 
par eoxeUence, as the originator of these mysterious pre- 
cautions. Thus obstinate anonymity, also, made it difficult 
for all but the inner circle to discover who was the author 
of a more than usually brilliant and telling article, and 
thus was supposed to add to the interest of the public. 
The principle lingers still in some regions, aufl speciidly 
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in the only great literary organ whicli still has its Imad- 
qiiarters in Edinljui'i,'li. In our own days, a different 
canon has begun to be supreme; but we cannot help 
reverting with appraval to tiie earlier idea. It is true 
that in the cliief circles of hterature there is never any 
great iincertainty aa to whose is the hand that administers 
chastiseinunt, but we believe that criticism is always most 
free, both for praise or blame, when it is anonymous, and 
that the vertUct of an important publication, whether it 
be i-eview as iu those days, or newspaper as in our own, 
is more telling as well as more dignified than that of an 
individual, whose opinion, iji nine cases out of ten, becomes 
of inferior importance to us the moment we are acquainted 
with hLs name. 

But it is very curious and amusing to call up before 
lis this scene, so oddly at variance with all the aims and 
objects of the innocent conspiracy, yet so entirely in 
keeping with external circumstances. We might search 
all Europe through, without fijiding so fit a background 
for the meeting of a band of secret plotters, The dark 
and stately street, dimly lighted with the picturesque 
twinkle of smoky lamps ; a blue lane of wintry sky above, 
bn)ken by all the lofty gables and turreta half as high as 
lieaven ; ami far down below, amid all the confused crowd 
of life, now and then a furtive figure, little Jeffrey, light 
and rapid, skimming along the pavement, young Brougham 
with lanky limbs and nose in the air, and Smith, plump 
and pleasant, he of all the rest the least congenial to the 
scene. To see them dive and disappear into the dark 
entry " by different approaches," though perhaps they had 
strolled out of the Parliament House arm in arm ten 
minutes before, must have been as odd a sight as any 
tlitit curious a^ presented. The other scene in which tlie 
new editor appeared about the saTiie time, tlie diill-ineet^ 
ings of the Ediubur-h voliinLuer l.iands. liibunring uutbn- 



Biastically by the smoky lamplight after the work of the 
Any wns over «t their maiiiial exercise, with this same 
little Jeffrey among the moat awkward of the awkwurd 
equad — is not luore lutlicrously unlike the entire tendency 
of hia life and work. When the conapiratora of the 
Bevwo arrived at " tlie dingy room " in which their per- 
nicious plots were to be discussed, a remnant of boyish 
frolic and amusement in the masquerading tempered their 
sense of its absurdity ; hut, indeed, to behold the high- 
coloured resentments, and to hear tlie pathetic complaints, 
of the literary classes generally, out of Edinburgh, it 
■would be uatund to imagine that this group of young 
men, in their official wliite ties, were really executioners 
of the most bloody and unscrupulous kind. 

There was, however, something more than a romance 
of literature in the new undertaking, " The three fivEt 
numbers were given to the publisher," says Lord Jeffrey, 
" he tatiug the risk and defraying the charges." " For 
the first two or three numbers," Lord Cockbum adds, 
" they had an idea that snch a work conld be carried on 
without lemimerating the writers at all. It was to be 
all gentlemen and no pay." This, however, was soon 
perceived to be an impossible notion, since the work of 
the Bevww inevitably took np more of the time of the 
contributors than they could afford, after the first out- 
burst of zeal and excitement, to give. The principle of 
the new publication had been to keep it " quite inde- 
pendent ot the booksellers," a literarj', aud not a " trade " 
undertaking ; and hithert.o no publisher had been fotmd 
witli a sufficiently elevated idea of literature, or sense ot 
the transformations going on in it, to make such an 
attempt practicable, Kow, however, as usually happens , 
at a great crisis, a man M-as found to answer the require- 
ment-^ of the time. "Mr, ConstabU'," says Lord Cock- 
burn, "thouL,'!i unfortunate in the end, was the most 
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spii-iteil bookseller that had ever appeareil in Scotl.tiid. 
. . . Till he appeared, our publishing trmle was at nearly 
the lowest ebb, partly because there was neither popu- 
lation nor independence to produce, or to require, a 
vigorous publisher. , . . He rushed out and took jmssea- 
sion of the open field, as if he had been aware from the 
Erst of the existence of the latent fipirita' which a skilful 
conjuror might call from the depths of the population to 
the exercise of literature." When the first few numbers 
of the Bffview had been published, with a success which, 
110 doubt, had ranch influence in opening the eyes of Uiia 
intelligent bookseller to the advantages of making such a 
profitable undertaking permanent, he consulted Sydney 
Smith aa to the terms on which that could be secured. 
Smith's advice, that ten guineas a sheet should be paid 
to the contributors, and two hundred a year to the 
editor, seema to ua a very moderate estimate. But these 
terms were pronoiinced by Mr. Longman, who shared the 
risk, to be " without precedent." The difference between 
literary remuneration such as tliis, and the present rate, 
is, we may believe witk gratitude, in no small degree the 
work of the Ediithuryh Mctdew and the standard it 
established. 

The position of editor was offered to Jeffrey, evidently 
the person best qualified for its duties. Sydney Smith 
had taken a sort of responsibility for the first number, 
and the others had apparently edited themselves in the 
conspirators' chamber in Craig's Close, where, no doubt, by 
this time .Jefi'rey's alert aud vivacious intellect had already 
shown its harmonising power. But it is curious to see 
how he balances the question whether he ought or ought 
not to accept the appointment with a fear of doing some- 
thing beii'jath his dignity by accepting pay for his 
literary services, which is very bewildering. " I will 
confess," he says, writing to Horner in Loudon, "that I 
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am dispiHetl to accept it. . . . £300 is a monstrous 
bribe to a man in my position, ... It will be loiig 
before I make £;100 more than I do now by my pro- 
fession, anil by far the greater pnrt of the employment I 
have will remain with me, 1 know, in spite of anything 
of this sort. . . , But what influences nie tlie most is 
that I engaged in it at first gratuitously along with a set 
of men wliose character and situation in life must com- 
mand the respect of the multitude, and that I hope to go 
on with it aa a matter of emolument along with the 
same associates. All the members will take their ten 
guineas, I find, and under the sanction of that example I 
think I may take my editor's salary also, without being 
supposed to have suffered any degradation, . , . I would 
undoubtedly prefer making the same sum .by my profes- 
sion, but I really want the money, and think that I may 
take it in this way without compromising either my 
honour or my future interest. Tell me fairly what you 
think of it." These scniples strike us as extraordinarily 
unlikely t« affect any man, even of tlie most susceptible 
delicacy, now-a-days. The letter ends, however, with an 
entreaty to Homer, who was evidently very remiss about 
bis own contributions, and kept the authorities of the 
new Seview in constant trouble, to " enquire and look 
about among the literary noeu and professed writers of 
the metropolis, and send us down a list of a few that you 
think worth ten guineas a sheet, and that will work con- 
scientiously for the money." Thus, though there were 
still hesitations as to putting off the gentleman amateur, 
and executing literaiy work for money, the position 
seems to have gradually settled itself. We may add, 
before leaving this important literary incident, Jeffrey's 
own list of conti'ibutors, furnished to hia brother iii 
America : — 
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" I do not think yon knnw any of my a*«ociutee. There is the 
eage Homer, however, whom you have seen, ami who Laa gone to 
the Enj^lish bv with the I'esolation of bein^ Lord Chanoelltir ; 
BniUgbaiu, a great matheniatician, who has jiist pnblislietl a book 
npon the Coloniitl Policy of Europe, which all you AniericnnH 
ibriold read ; Bev. Sydney Smith and P. EluiBley, twn learned 
Oxonian priests, full of jokes and emilition j my eirelleut little 
Sanskrit Hamilton ; Tlionias Tlionisou and John Murray, two 
ingenious advocates; and some dozen of occasional contributors, 
uuong whom the most illustrious, I think, are ynuu]^' Watt of 
Biroiingliam, and Davy of the Hoyal Institution. We aell 2500 
copies ali'eady, and hope to do double in six montlia, if we are 
pnffed enough." 

Among tliese contributors appeared also, ami so early 
aa tlie fifth number, a lame young advocate, on the 
sunnier aide of the Parliament House and political 
favour, already Sheriff-Depute of Selkirkshire, and tJie 
author of some collections and traiislstioiis of poetry— :-■ - 
decidedly one of the risinfj men of his day, though iu no 
greater or more perceptible degree than tnnuy of the 
others round liim — to wit, Walter Scott, of whom in 
another place there is a great deal more to be said. His 
first contribution waa a review of Southey's translation of 
"Amadis of Gaul,"-a subject most congenial to a'mind so 
eagerly bent upon rediscovering the foi^otten glories of 
the past, and' to which mediaeval romance was the 
d«irest of all studies. His contributions were but few, 
and his supjiort was withdrawn when his own party 
f-tablished its separate organ some time after. But he 
see as always to have maintained kind relations with his 
fellow townsmen and schoolfellows. He was engaged at 
the time in coUecting materials for his Minstrdsif of the 
ScoUisk Border, the first work (with the exception of 
several tmuslations from the German) in which he had 
appeared before the public. It was received with much 
commendation by Jeffrey in the second number of the 
Ikvicw. 
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WIiPTi the Bdinhurgh had sailed on in full emjdry 
over the changeable atmosphere of public opinion for 
half-a-dozen years, a rival ai'ose to disturb ita undisputed 
Bway, Its only competitors hitherto had been the com- 
paratively trifling little " Monthly Keviews " and " Critical 
EeviewB," which once made the bosoms of authors flutter, 
hut which had fallen into insignificance, though Southey 
aud William Taylor, and many other respectable writers, 
did what they could, with next to no pay and very little 
euconrHj,'ement, to keep them up. The fresh and un- 
hackneyed band of non -professional writers in Edinburgh, 
with no flavour of Grub Street about them, and almnst 
haughtily independent of the " booksellers," had taken at 
once a position very much above these old organs. None 
of them could hold their own against this robust inno- 
vator from the North. But it was not tin six years after 
the vigorous birth of the Edinlmrgh that the other party 
ill politics set up their rival review, the Quart(Tly. It 
was not without misgivings that Jeffrey coutemplated 
this rival ; perhaps, also, with a little remorseful con- 
sciousness that he had him.self gone a little too far in 
pohtics and provoked it. " Tell lue what you hear and 
what you think of this new Qioaricrly," he writes to 
Homer ; " and do not let yourself imagine that I feel 
any unworthy jealousy, and still less any unworthy i'ear, 
on the occasion. ... I do rejoice at the prospect of this 
kind of literature, which seems to he more and more 
attended to than any other, being generally improved in 
quality, and shall be proud to have set an example." As 
it happened, the rivaliy quickened the strain of intellect 
in both publications, and the public demand for this 
S])ec!es of literature, which had been almost created by 
the iiret I'eview, was now sulhciently widened to sivpport 
two. It took away Scott from the Liberal fraternity, to 
which he had l)e!onj>p(i more or less, uotwitlistauding his 
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iliffereut politics, and it uatui'ally made a great dif^rpnce 
iu the position of the hitherto unique Jleview: but the 
beginning of the Qanrtcrly was attended by none of the 
romance which diatiuguiahed tlie other It was not a 
raid of inexperienced and unremunerated champions like 
the big literary frolic which had grown into so serious a 
business; but, on the contrary, was a straiglitforward i 
literary enterprise fram the beginning, to sup^Tort certain j 
\iew3 and fill a definite place. The interest must always 
remain with those wlio leaped into the arena first, and 
ventured so much upon an untried principle. The 
Quartcrlj} began with several distinguished contributors, 
among whom was Soutbey. The brilliant and caustic 
intellect of Lockhart soon became its guiding influence ; 
hut it was first committed into the liands of a critic of 
the old school, a man without either tlie Liberal breeding 
or larger spirit which became such an enterprise — Giffnrd 
of the " Baviajl " and " Maviad," already refeiTed to, who 
had manipulated the Anti-Jacobiu, and who was the 
complete impersonation of a literary hack, ready for any 
job that might turn up. We may add, to show the 
difference between the management of this somewhat 
spiteful and petty personage, so long as it lasted, and 
the fine instincts of Jeffrey, Charles Lamb's ])athetic 
account of the misfortune that befell Iiini in the new 
review. He bad been entrusted by Southey's mediation 
with Wordsworth's new poein to review. It had been, 
as everylwdy then thought, cruelly treated by Jeffrey, the 
critic whose "inglorious occupation" made him incapable 
of appreciating anytliing so pure as such poetry, according 
to Wordsworth's own deliverance. Naturally his friend 
Lamb was eager to do his best for the poet to whom be 
and all ids brotherhood looked up with generous respect 
and admiration. On liia own account, too. Lamb was 
excited about the article. " It is the first review I ever 
VOL It F 



did," he writes, ner\'oiia but pleased with hinisolf and his 
production. When, however, the lleview appeared with 
hia paper in it, he thus writes to Wordsworth in all the 
lieat of his first disappointment and disgust : — 

" I told you my review was a very imperfect one ; but what you 
will Bee in the QuarteTiij ia a sputioue one, wMch Mr. Bnviaii 
Gifford haa palmed upon it for mine. I nerer felt more vexed in 
niy life than when I read it. I cannot give you an idea of wbit 
hu has done to it out of epite at me. The language he has altered 
throughout. Whatever inudequatenesa it had to its subject, it was 
in point oE composition the prettiest piece of proae I ever wrote ; 
and BO my sister (to whom alone I read the MSS.) said. That 
charm, if it had any, is gone ; more than a third of the suhstance 
is cat away, and that not all from one place hut paasim, bo as to 
make utter nonsenae. Every worm eipression is changeil for a 
nasty cold one. I have not the cursed alterations hy me ; T ghall 
never look at it again, . , , But that would have been little, 
putting hia ehoemakec phraseology (for he was a shoemaker) instead 
of mine, which has been trusted by better authors than his ignorance 
can comprehend — for I reckon myself a dai at prose ; verse I leave 
to my betters. God help them if they are to be ao reviewed hy 
friend or foe as you have been this quarter — I have read ' It won't 
do' — But worse than altering wonls, he haa kept a few numbers 
only of the part I had done best. ... I know how sore a word 
altered niniea me ; but, indeed, of this review the whole complexion 
is gone. I regret only that I did not keep a copy. I am sure you 
would have been plenaed with it ; because I had been feeding my 
fancy for months past with the notion of pleasing you. ... I read 
it at Archie's shop with my face burning with vexation, with just 
such a feeling as if it had been a review written against mysdf, 
making false quotations from me. . . . But I could not but protest 
against your taking that thing as mine. Every pretty expression 
([ know there were many), every warm expression (there waa 
nothing else), is vulgarised and frozen. If they catch me in their 
ramp again, let them spitchcock me ! They had a light to do it, 
as no name appears to it ; and Mr. Shoemaker Gifibrd, I suppose, 
never waived a right he had since he commenced author. Heaven 
(■■onfouud Lira and all caitiffs !" 

When both these reviews had become respectable in 
point of ajjfi, and thoroughly establislied in tlieir reign 
over the literary npiniuus of England, another pei'iodical 
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suiWenly burst into the field with an oiierrry and brilliant 
\-iRnur, a romantic ariimir and tcmeritj, which deserved 
the alarm and reaeutment, and all the hot words usually 
employed in respiict to the JUdinburgh Hmew much more 
than that periodical itself. This new and startling com- 
petitor for public favour arose also among those sup- 
posedly canny and cautious Scots, whose conventional 
reputation as decorous and prudent has never suffered in 
the general from these remarkable exceptions to it. The 
originator in this case was no brotherhood of eager young 
writers anxious to flesh their maiden swords upon all 
possible adversaries, and set the world in a turmoil ; but 
one long-Leaded and far-sighted man, without any literary 
genius of hia own, hut with an insight which has become 
hereditary in his family. William Blackwood, an Ediu- 
burgli bookseller, of no great standing at the time, became 
the publisher of an insignificjint Edinburgh Magazitie in 
the beginning of ISlV, under the auspices of two writers 
whose names have faded out of recollection, though one 
of them, Thomas Pringle, was the author of some pleasant 
verses, full of that tender and simple patriotism which is 
BO often the inspiration of the native Scottish poet, and 
whicli still hold a place in school reading-books aud 
cnllectiiins of poetry. A short time, however, v/aa enough 
to show that these mild members of the literary pi'ofession 
were little qualified to work with, much less to over- 
master, the strong and active mind of the publisher into 
whose hands they had fallen. They were impressed witli 
a fnll sense of their own consequence as literary men, 
as independent as Jeffrey himself, then the autocrat of 
literature : while he on the other hand, with au excep- 
tioTinlly acute and ^Tgorous mind of his own, and detor- 
ininetl to " make a spoon or spoil a bom," had little idea 
of restricting himself to the ordinary passive part allotted 
to ihu " bookseller " iu the somewhat contemptuoiis jargon 



of the (lay. In six months, accordingly, there was a sjilit 
between tlie two quite unharmonious elements. Mr. 
Blackwooii took personal possesaion of the Magazine, 
which already bore his name, and decorum and dulness 
departed witli the two deposed editors. The first number 
uader the new r^f/ime la reckoDed as No. 7 in the 
Magazine ; but no such easy mark of the change of 
management ia necessary to distinguish between the feeble 
comtuonplace of the one series and the daring and break- 
neck vehemence of the other. The new supp&rters whom 
the enterprising publisher called to his aid were once 
more a group of young men, chiefly young advocates, like 
those of the Edinburi/h Seview, but on the other side of 
politics, and in themselves more brilliant, more reckless, 
more adventurous, than their predecessors. 

This veuture altogether was more exciting and daring 
than that ' which Jeffrey and his band bad launched 
fifteen yeara before. The stately review eaine but foiir 
times in a year, appearing at intervals which left abundant 
time for its proilnction ; but a monthly magazine was a 
greater strain ujion the resources, both mental and com- 
mercial, of its originators. The first number of the newly 
organised Magazlim burst upon the world like a thunder- 
bolt. It contained the most sa\'age onslanglit that had 
jet been made upon the Lake School in the person of 
Coleridge ; and a wild attack, at the same time, upon 
another new order of poets, boldly branded (though in ' 
this Southey had taken the lead) as the Cockney Scliool, 
and impersonated in the (poetically) harmless person oT 
Leigh Hunt, But tlie^e papers, though striking enough 
and full of the keen and sharp personalities which pleased 
and excited the age, were as nothing in comparison with 
a third, the joint production of all the young, furious, and 
frolicsome band, the extraortliuary article known as " The 
Chaldce MauuscripL" No fugitive pubbcation, perhaps, 
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was ever more talked of, or so generalty known. It coti- 
cerued the inhabitants of Eilinlmrgh alone, and was so 
full of local allusions as to be fully comprehensible to 
them only ; yet such was the audacious wit, and such the 
boldness of t[ie attack, that it stirred the air far beyond 
BMiiiboj^h, and penetrated into all the echoes. Professing 
to be a lost manuscript recently discoTcred, this brilliant 
hoax conveyed, in the most perfect copy of biblical 
language, an allegorical representation of the conflict 
between the former editors and the present; aided on 
one side hy Jeflrey and all liis Whiggish host, and on the 
other by a new brotherhood of critics, suddenly revealed 
in the interest of the publisher. There was nothing 
actually profane in its meaning; but the admirably 
imitated style made it appear so to many readei-s, whose 
delight in a mystification so congenial to the taste of the 
time was rather enhanced than lessened by their horror 
at the form it took. The gi-atificalioti of the eager Edin- 
burgh audience, which comprehended all its allusions and 
could identity every individual named, was intense, and 
the commotion it created indescribable. " Tiie town is in 
an uproar about the Chaldee manuscript in BlachvoocTs 
Miufuziiie, which contains, in a very irreverent and 
unjustiHable form, a great deal of wit and cutting satire," 
writes Mrs, Grant. . . . "Jeffrey is the(Bonapai'te df 
literature 11 ere ; and, I think, this confederacy of petulant 
young men seem encouraged to attack him by the fate of 
hia prototype." Jeffrey himself had been a petulant 
young man, slinging his stones right and left so short a 
lime before, that his position as the victim of this assault, 
wliiuh was too figurative to be deeply offensive, could 
scarcely call forth any vehement sympathy. But a more 
audacious gage of battle to all and sundry, and defiance 
to the world in general, CLiiJd not have been delivered. 
Tlie ijotiilJes of Eiliiiburgh must have followed each line 
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with a tremor of excitement lest they themaelvea ehoulJ 
be the nest assailed. It is impossible not to feel now, 
when all thb ferment of fire and fury has ao long sunk 
into foi^etfulneas, thot to expend so much force and 
talent upon a petty quarrel and local vengeance was a 
aad waste of energy ; but that is never the feeling, at the 
time, of the actual combatants in such a fray. 

It is not in our power, even were it of sufficient 
interest to the reader, to trace out the different characters 
so boldly assailed. Some, however, of the combatants on 
the Blackwood side, the new group of critics, are identified 
in a few lines : " The first that came was in the likeness 
of the beautiful leopard from the valley of the palm-trees, 
whose going forth was comely as the greyhound, and his 
eye like lightning of fiery flame. . . , There came also 
from a far country the scorpion, which delighteth to sting 
the faces of men," The two men thus characterised 
played a large part in the literary history of their time. 
The first, John Wilson, is almost entirely identified with 
the daring periodical, in which his great powers became 
first known. The other, John Gibson Lockhart, though 
with less genius, occupied a wider sphere. Before, how- 
ever, we pass on to these two remarkable figures, and to 
the other members of the band, we must return to point 
out the individuality, not less remarkable, of the founder 
of the undertaking. The rush of prodigal enei^y with 
which tliGse young writers took possession of the world's 
. attention, had consequences which came less sharply upon 
themselves than on the important but homely personage 
who stood behind them. Their pranks were such as carried 
the public by assault ; yet the assault was not only daunt- 
less and brilliant in tlie highest degree, but often insolent 
and violent : a sort of Berserker rage was upon them, and 
the power of being able to give forth any wild imperti- 
nence they pleased seems to have partially turned their 



heads. But it is curious beyond measure to ace the wary 
and keen mim of business, the astute publisher-e<litnr 
hehiud these riotous spirits, holding them in an in\'isiblQ 
leash, yet, with bold calculation, allowing them to go to 
the very verge of the impossible, to endanger his purse 
and risk liis venture, just shaving the hem and thiu edge 
lietween riiiu and victory. Had this license gone a hair's- 
breadth farther, Blackwood's Magaxine would probably 
have been a six months' wonder, and ended in a crowd of 
prosecutions for libel, or perhaps in horse whippings and 
duels, which were the wilder fashions of the day. But 
by some instinct which ia incommunicable, iind an capri- 
cious as genius itself, the daring but unseen guide divined 
the limit. He was awai'e that 

" Desperate valour oft made good 
Even by its diirinj; venture mde, 
Where ptiidenoe miglit have failed." 

There can be no doubt that the onslaught, with all its 
indecorous force, accomplished what a more orderly and 
serious beginning would have failed to do. 

It is now time to put before the reader the Tory side 
of the " petulant young men " who had thus for a second 
tiine turned society upside down. The " leopard " of the 
Chaldee was John Wilson, one of the most notable figures 
of modem literature. A more extraordinary contrast to 
the small, vivacious Jeffrey than this fine atlilete, with 
his splendid person and marvellous gifts, his arm as strong 
ia the fray with any gigantic tramp or gipsy that defied 
him, as with the helpless writer who could only writhe 
and shriek for vengeance in his grasp, his " front like 
Jove," and his emancipation from all rule, could scarcely 
be. At this period, Wilson was a very type of strength, 
prosperity, and happiness. He had got all that was best 
in the differing educations of the two countries — in Glaa- 



gow, its pliilosopliy and literature; in Oxford, its classics 
and its society. He had lived for yeara in the Lake Dis- 
trict, and had even come to be considered one of tlie lesser 
members of the " Lake SchooL" In EdinburgL he was 
received with all the warmth wideli a little poetical fame 
was calculated to add to the natural welcome given to a 
handsome, rich, amusing, and delightful stranger, with a 
pretty wife, and everything well authenticated and honour- 
able about him. " He ia young, handsome, wealthy, witty," 
saya Mrs. Grant, " has great learning, exuberant spirits, a 
wife and children that he dnata on, and no sin that I 
know, but on the contrary, virtuous principles and feelings. 
Yet his wonderful eccentricity would put anylrody but his 
wife wild." 

Wdson was at this time the anthoi of two poems, the 
" Isle of Palms " and the " City of the Plague," in which 
fine-drawn sentiment and an over-wealth of conception 
and poetic diction were more couspieuoua than genius. 
From these early productions, and from the sickly sweet- 
ness and sentimentality of the tales and romances of his 
later yeai's, the " Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life," 
etc., the reader would form very little idea of the real 
wealth and faculty of the man, — the exuberant genius 
which for ao many yeara poured forth lavish floods of wit 
and wisdom, of frolic and song, of the gayest hautej aud 
the finest criticism, in the pages of the magazine of which 
he was the chief and most lasting inspiration. The Nocta 
jifiibrosiana^ ia not, unfortunately, a work of the kind whicli 
could be expected to last. The highest genius could 
scarcely put immortality into these records of tlie moment 
— and not only of the moment but of the convivial mo- 
ments of a life by no means strait-laced, and of which it 
was his fauey to exaggerate the license tenfold in descrip- 
tion. Wliether Wilson counted the cost, and soberly 
3 to produce a supreme blaze of effect in his lifetime 



rather than to leave anything for posterity, we caunot tell. 
Perhaps it may he said that soher caluulation was not in 
him ; but it is very possible, we think, that, consciously 
or uneonspiously, he may have made some such bargain 
with himself aud fume. Whoever will attempt now to 
read the Nodes will find in them the outpouring of such 
an abundant and exuberant soul as has rarely flowed forth 
with equal abandon in literature. Here and there he will 
be touched by passages which are lyrical in their wonderful 
flow and rhythm, though they never abandon the form of 
prose, by descriptions full of the most brilliant life and 
coloiii', and always by a medley of passion aud criticism, 
tenderness and laughter, which is unique, and has no 
rival. The mixture, no doubt, has poorer elements, chief of 
which is the ever-present spice of locality aud peraonahty, 
which impairs the enjoyment of those who know neither 
the place nor the individuals, and is very apt to disgust 
an impatient reader. But even with these drawbacks, the 
attempt to understand the Nodes is worth making. To 
place all these generous utterances of a big heart and 
teeming brain in the atmosphere, even of the most refined 
of taverns (which " Ambrose's " does not pretend to be), 
is not 80 much a mistake in art as the most wasteful dis- 
counting, so to speak, of the author's reputation : but tliis 
very familiaiity of illustration made the efTect prodigious 
at the time. 

There is something more, however, in the Nodes than 
€ven the eloquence and the poetry — there ia at least one 
character which raises tlie curious living record of so 
niauy quickly-passing moments to the height of a drama. 
The other characters introduced are dim enough, but the 
Shepherd ia one of the most delightful impersonations of 
tender Scotch humour that ever was created. How much 
he really resembled the rude yet wonderful peasant, un- 
tultivated, uninstructed, and with his coarse lioniespun 
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often enougli appeariog under the ideal Shepherd's maud 
that veiled him, but withal with a delicate vein of poetry 
running through his coarser metal, cannot now ha ascer- 
tained. The Ettriok Shepherd in himself is very worthy 
of notice, and some small portion of the poetry he pro- 
duced has a real touch of the divine, and ia worthy of a 
place among the poetry which the world will not let die ; 
but the Shepherd in the Nodes is much greater than his 
prototype. When Wilson was at his finest, when the 
stream of his boundless eloquence was at its purest, it 
was through the lips of the Shepherd that he spoke. If 
he leaves here and there an alloy of vanity, a touch of 
folly, in the being whom he manipulates so lovingly, it is 
no more than enough to make it credible -that James 
Ho™, glorified hy the touch of a genius superior to-Iiis 
own, but still James Hogg, in real flesh and blood, might 
have sat for the portrait. An attempt has been made 
recently, by a well-qualified hand, to detach from all 
superfluous matter what has been called the " Comedy of 
the Noctes ;" but we doubt whether readers in any quan- 
tity will ever attempt to thread the long-drawn mazes, and 
go masquerading into the abodes of a worn-out fashion of 
life, too recent to be picturesque, too far off to be sym- 
pathetic. And apart fram the Noctes Wilson cannot be 
fully known ; though the wonderful wealth of his criticism 
and the sports and descriptions of Christopher North will 
give a far better idea of his character than either the 
poetry or the romantic and sentimental fiction which he 
has left behmd him. After all the others had faded, — 
when Scott was gone, and little Jeffrey, and even the 
great preacher Chalmers, who divided the suffrages of the 
city with them, — Wilson still remained, the last great 
relic of that tide of intellectual power which had swept 
over Edinburgh. Loosely clad and largely made, with 
flowing locks aini a majestic presence, hia recollection is 



still fresh in the minds of many. But this recollection 
has carded us far beyond our imTuediate theme. 

The " scorpion who delighteth to sting the faces of 
men " waa John Gibson Lockhart, the future son-in-law 
of Scott, and for a long time after a power in literature. 
The description here given of him ia sufficiently candid, 
supplied as it waa by a friendly hand, aud it proves that 
keen aud bitter wit was even then allowed to be his most 
striking characteristic. It ia curious that a man with so 
many qualities, who proved himself aft«rwards in his 
Zi/e of Scott so capable of truly comprehending real moral 
excellence, and in some of his novels so sensible of many 
of the most tragic emotions of the mind, should impress 
his associates chiefly with those stinging powers. He 
waa a contributor to the new Magazine for a number of 
years, until he was transplanted to London and became 
tlie editor of the Quarterly Meview. His novels have not 
kept much hold upon tlie public mind, but they are none 
of them without merit. Valerius is one of the most 
successful of the two or three studies of the life of the 
early Christians in Eome which have appeared from time 
to time; and the very curious, tragic, and paiuful book 
called Adam Blair is one that nobody who has read it 
will easily forget. 

The Ettrick Shepherd, to whom we have already 
referred aa, in his glorified conception, the hero of 
Wilson's great work, waa a diffuse and unequal writer, 
but is remembered chiefly as the author of a most deli- 
cate and visionary piece of verae much unlike his rustic 
personality and the general level of his productions. The 
description of " Bonnie Kilmeny," from the " Queen's 
Wake," a poem full of fine passages, of which this ia the 
especial gem, ia quoted in every collection of poetry, and 
it seems unnecessary to repeat it hera It is by far the 
highest note that Hogg ever attained. Whether he had 
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actually any share in the production of the new Magazine. 
it is difficult to say, since Wilson has so connected him 
with its history as to make it impossible to sever him 
from the band of writfirs who brought it forth. Other 
names of more note and influence than that of the Shep- 
herd figure in the list. Sir William Hamilton, the future 
philosopher, was present at the uproarious sitting during 
which the Chaldee Manuscript was produced, and com- 
posed one of the verses so much to his own satisfaction 
as to fall from hi3 chair exhausted with laughter after 
the exertion. Thus Edinburgh was once more the scene 
of one of the great events of modem literary history. 
All the magazines of more recent days are the followers 
and offspiing of this periodical, so audacious iu its begin- 
ning, 80 persistent and permanent in its influence and 
power. 

The success of the new organ of opinion was imme- 
diate. " Four thousand of this cmelly witty magazine," 
writes Mrs. Grant, " are sold in a month, at which I do 
in wonderment abound, as a great many are sold in 
London, where, I should suppose, our localities cotild he 
little understood, and certainly nothing could be more 
local. . , . It ia supported by a club of young wits, 
many of whom are well known to me ; who, I hope, in 
some measure fear God, but certainly do not regard 
man." 

It is cmioufl, however, to find that upon the vexed 
question of the tune — the poetry of Wordsworth and 
Coleridge, — the new Magazine, though its chief contributor 
had been supposed to belong to the " Lake School " of 
poet?, was in no respect more clear-sighted or more hberal 
than Jeffrey, their arch-enemy, had been. The assault 
upon Coleridge in the first number ia far more fiery and 
furious than anything JefTrey ever wrote ; and the scries 
of articles which ibllowed upon Leigh Hunt and the 
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Cockney School" embody a literary mistake as grievous 
as was ever committed. " I propose," says the con- 
temptuous critic, addressing Leigh Hunt by name, "to 
relieve my main attack upon you by a diversion against 
some of your younger and lees-important auxiliaries — the 
Keatses. the Shelleys, and the Webbes." For a maga- 
zine which shortly afterwards treated with judicial dignity 
the shortcomingB and blunders of Jeffrey, this slip was 
terrible enough. In after days, however, Wilson's delicate 
and enthusiastic criticism did much to gain for Words- 
worth the popular appreciation which was so slow U) 
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Geoboe Cabwing, bom 1770 ; died 1827. 
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JoOs HoOKHAM Frbre, born 1769 ; died 1846. 
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innumerable critical articles were published ; afterwardB 
coUected in four voIb., 1824. 
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Sydney Smith, born 1771 ; died 1845, 
Published Contribntions to Edinburgh Review, irDin 1802. 



Heiiry Brouqhau, bom 1778 ; died 1B88. 
Published Mathematical and Scientific Papers, 1786-1798. 
Inquiry into Colimial Policy, 1803. 
Discourses on Puley's Natural Theology, 1835. 

' 'B of the Statesmen of the Keign of George III., 
1839-1843. 
Lives of Men of Letters and Science, 1640. 
Political Philosophy, 1840. 
Analytical View of Newton's Prineipia, 1865. 
Speeches, Collected, etc. etc. 

a Life and Tiinea (incomplete), 1871. 

John Wilbon, bom 1785 ; died 1854. 
Published Isle of Palms, 1812. 

City of the Plague, 1816. 

Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life, 1622. 

(Several of these were origiirally published in Biack- 
vnxda Magaxine.) 
The Trials of Margaret Lyndsay, 1823. 
The Foresters, 1824. 
The Recreations of Christopher North, 1842. 

He was the chief contributor to (though never editor 
of) BJackimo^i ifaguziiic, from ISir slinost to the 
end of his life. 
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Jakes Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, bom 1770 ; died 1835. 

Fublished Poems (cliiefly songs), 1801. 
The Mountain Bard, 1807, 
The Forest Minstrel, 18ia 
The Queen's Wake, 1813. 

Also a great number of short poems and tales at various 
dates. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

WALTER SCOTT. 

While the ynmig men of the Ediiihurgk Review were 
setting out upon their bold enterprise from the neglected 
side of the Parliament House, and avenging their Wliig- 
gerj', oddly enough, not upon its opponents, but upon the 
poets of their own party, another young advocate in 
Edinburgh belonging to the other side was slowly becom- 
ing kiiown among his peers aa possessing abilities beyond 
the common level, though no such brilliancy as that 
which flashed out, in sight of all the world, iu the great 
Meview. Walter Scott was the son nf an Edinburgh 
Writer to the Signet, a respectable Scotch lawyer — with 
a traceable descent from the Scotts of Harden, and all 
the advantt^e of known and honourable connections ; 
but he was no better off than liis contemporaries, except 
in so far that he had a fair prospect of the rewards and 
encouragements then exclusively appropriated by his 
paity in politics. He had been brought np, like all the 
rest, at the High School, after a dreamy and delightful 
childhood, chiefly spent in the country, where uncon- 
sciously he must have taken into his heart that world of 
rural life, with all its sights and sounds, the ewe-milkers, 
the farm labourers, the peasant race which no one has 
e\'er understood more completely ; and at the same tune - 
all the tmditions and ballails thiit floated about the 
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countryside^ — a lore as then neither prized nor chronicled, J 



but dear to 



every t 



) the boy whose i 



1 youtljful spirit, and doubly dear 
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dramas of the Border, and whose life was to be influenced 
throughout by their inspiration. Permitted as a child, 
by a partially invalid condition, the privilege of constant 
reading, he had called himself a " virtuoso " at a very 
early age, and claimed kindred with other readers and 
thinkers, to the great amusement of liia family. At 
school, however, not even his lameness kept him back i 
from a vigorous share in all the sports and frays of his 
comrades ; and though the poetical side of his character ' 
was visible in many an hour of youthful leisure, it was 
not of a kind to obtrude itself upon the general eye. It 
revealed itself in summer holidays, when he would cHmb, 
with a cherished friend and a book, high up among the 
chffs of Arthur's Seat, and there, seated in a mosay 
comer, read the long evening through, while the light of , 
the northern day lingered over the wide landscape. " He 
read faster than I," says the companion of these silent 
houra, "and had on this account to wait a little at finish- 
ing every two p^es before hiruing the leaf" What 
thoughts must have been in the young reader's mind aa 
he " waited a little " while his slower comrade plodded 
on— and lifting his young eyes with all the light of 
genius in them, looked abroad, still with the fumes of 
the poetry in his head, over that wonderful landscape, 
the most picturesque of cities at his feet, the soft steeps 
of St, Leonard's close at hand, and far away the blue 
distant Firth with its islands, and the low hills of Fife. . 

" Wlere's the coward that would not dare 
To fight for Bocli a land ?"— 

I these very words, one can imagine, must have been in 
his mind as he lay on the grass, with all the confused , 
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delicious dreams of a yotmg fancy floating in his mind, 
and some vague previsions, who can doubt, of the wonders 
to come ? It was not Jefirey, we may be sure, or any 
other intellectualist. who accompanied young Walter on 
those lingering snmmer evenings, and laboured after him 
page by page ; but there is no scene in hia youthful life 
more delightful to contemplate than this, in which, as in 
Coleridge's most lovely poem, "All influences of soul and 
sense" mingle — the breathless pause in the reading, 
which was Spenser, perhaps, the survivor remembers, or 
the Decameron — 

** The music and the doleful tale, 
The rieh and balmy eve " — 

and that scene in which the charm of natural beauty and 
grandeur combined with the passionate and visionary 
patriotism of youth. 

Scott has been called a dunce at school, but this, he 
is himself careful to point out, was not the caae. "For 
myself," he says. "I glanced like a meteor from one end 
of the class to the other, and commonly disgusted my 
kind master as much by negligence and frivolity, as I 
occasionally pleased him by flashes of intellect and 
talent." He was already the storyteller of the little 
commutdty ; and " in the winter play-hours, when hard 
exercise was impossible, my tales used to assemble an 
admiring audience round Lucky Brown's fireside : and 
happy was he that could sit next to the inexhaustible 
narrator." When he was fifteen he saw Burns^ — a 
wonderful incident in liis life : and in return for a piece 
of information which nobody else knew, the name of a 
little known author, received a kind word and a glance 
from those eyes, which were like no eyes he had ever 
seen in any mortal head, as he afterwards recorded. At 
a \atev period be is supposed to have received from 
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"Cockney School" emltody a literary mistake as grievoua 
as was ever committed. " I propose," says the con- 
temptuous critic, addressing Leigh Hunt by name, " to 
relieve my main attack upon you by a diversion against 
some of your younger and lesa-importaut auxiliaries— the 
Keatses, the Shelleys, and the Webbes." For a maga- 
zine which shortly afterwards treated with judicial dignity 
the Bhort€OHiinga and blunders of Jeffrey, this slip was 
terrible enough. In after days, however, Wilson's delicate 
and enthusiastic criticism did much to gain for Words- 
worth the popular appreciation wliidi was so slow to 
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James Hogg, tihe Ettrick Sheplierd, bom 1770 ; died 1835. 

PubUslied Poems (cliiefly songs), 1801. 
The Mountain Bard, 1807. 
The Forest Minstrel, 1810. 
The Queen's Wake, 1813. 

Also a great number of shoii; poems and tales at various 
dates. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

WALTja aCOTT. 

While tlie young men of the Edinburgh Review were 
setting out upon their bold enterprise from the neglectenl 
side of the Parliament House, and avenging their Whig- 
gery, oddly enough, not upon its opponents, but upon the 
poeta of their own party, another young advocate in 
EJinbungh belonging to the other aide was slowly becom- 
ing known among hia peers as possesaiug abilities beyond 
the common level, though no such brilliancy as that 
which flashed out, in sight of all the world, in the great 
Jitvicw. Walter Scott was the son of an Edinburgh 
Writer to the Signet, a respectable Scotch lawyer — -with 
a traceable descent from the Scotts of Harden, and all 
the advantage of known and honourable connections ; 
but he was no Vietter off than his contemporaries, except 
ill so far that he had a fair prospect of the rewards and 
encouragements then exclusively appropriated by his 
party in politics. He had been brought up, like all the 
rest, at the Higli School, after a dreamy and delightful 
childhood, chiefly spent in the country, where uncon- 
sciously he must have taken into his heart that world of 
rural life, with all its sights and sounds, the ewe-milkers, 
the farm labourers, the peasant race which no one has 
ti\er understood more completely ; and at the same time . 
all the traditions and ballads that floated about tlie 



countryside — a lore as then neither prized nor chronicled, 
but dear to every fresh youthful spirit, and doubly dear 
to the boy whose ancestora had figured in the stining 
dramas of the Border, and whose life was to be influenced 
throughout by their inspiration. Pennitted as a child, 
by a partially invalid condition, the privilege of constant 
reading, he had called himself a " virtuoso " at a very 
early age, and claimed kindred with other readers and 
thinkers, to the great amusement of bia family. At 
school, however, not even his lanienesa kept him back 
from a vigorous share in all the sports and frays of his 
comrades ; and though the poetical side of his character 
was visible in many an hour of youthful leisure, it was 
not of a kind to obtrude itself upon the general eye. It 
revealed itself in summer holidays, when he would climb, 
with a cherished friend and a book, high up among the 
cliSs of Arthur's Seat, and there, seated in a mossy 
comer, read the long evening through, while the light of 
the northern day lingered over the wide landscape. " He 
read faster than I," says the companion of these silent 
hours, "and had on this account to wait a little at finish- 
ing every two pages before tinning the leaf," What 
thoughts must have been in the young reader's mind as 
he " waited a little " while his slower comrade plodded 
on — and lii'ting bia young eyes with all the light of 
genius in them, looked abroad, still with the fumes of 
the poetry in his head, over that wonderful landscape, 
the moat picturesque of cities at his feet, the soft steeps 
of SL Leonard's close at hujid, and far away the bluo 
distant Firth with ita islands, and the low hills of Fife. - 

" Where'a the coward that would not dare 
To fight for Bueh a land 1" — 

these very words, one can imagine, must have been in 

his mind as he lay on the grass, with all the confused 
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delicious dreams of a young fancy floating in his mind, 
and some vague previsions, who can doubt, of the wonders 
to come ? It was not Jefirey, we may be sure, or any 
other intellectualiet, who accompanied young Walter on 
those linguring summer evenings, and laboured after him 
page by page ; but there is no scene in his youthful life 
more delightful to contemplate than this, in which, as in 
Coleridge's moat lovely poem, "All influences of soul and 
sense" mingle — the breathless pause in the reading, 
which was Spenser, perhaps, the survivor remembers, or 
tlie Decameron — 

" The music and the doleful tale, 
The rich aad balmy eve" — 

and that scene in which the charm of natural beauty and 
grandeur combined with the passionate and visionary 
patriotism of youth. 

Scott has been called a dunce at school, but this, he 
ia himself careful to point out, was not the case, " For 
myself," he says, " I glanced like a meteor from one end 
of the class to the other, and commonly disgusted my 
kind master as much by negligence and frivolity, as I 
occasionally pleased him by flashes of intellect and 
talent" He was already the storyteller of the httle 
community ; and " in the winter play-hours, when hard 
exercise was impossible, my tales used to assemble an 
ndmiring audience round Lucky Brown's fireside : and 
happy was he that could sit next to the inexhaustible 
narrator." When he was fifteen he saw Burns — a 
wonderful incident in his life : and in return for a piece 
of information which nobody else knew, the name of a 
little known author, received a kind word and a glance 
from those eyes, which were like no eyes he had ever 
seen in any mortal head, as he afterwarda recorded. At 
n latiT period be is supposed to have i-eceived from 



another hand a mystic touch in the dark which made 
him a poet This vaa conveyed to him hy Mrs. Bar- 
bauld, who had brought with her on a visit to Edinburgh 
the translation of Biirger's Lenore, which William Taylor 
of Norwich, one of the first to open up the mysteries of 
German hterature to the English reader, had lately 
written ; the lady read this to Dugald Stewart — who, on 
hia side, repeated as much of it as he could remember in 
the hearing of young Scott. The fragment, as recollected 
by the popular and beloved professor, and especially the 
two vigorous lines — 



" Tramp, tramp ] acn 
Spkeh! splash I a 



% tlie land wi 
'OBs the Bea," 



go; 



Btrack Scott's imagination greatly. "This, madam," he 
is reported to have said long afterwards to a member of 
the Norwich circle which worshipped Taylor, " was what 
made me a poet, 1 had several times attempted the 
more regular kind of poetry without success, but here was 
something that I thought I could do." This is a curious 
statement from a man whose head was full of every kind 
of stirring ballad. But there was apparently so much 
truth in it that it act him, as soon as he was sufficiently 
acquainted with German, to make a translation of his 
own of the same poem, retaining Taylor's lines ; which he 
printed, by way, apparently, of helping him on in an 
unfortunate youthful attachment when he was about 
twenty-one, and which was received with some favour by 
his friends, if it did not do much for him with his love. 
Soon after he translated Goethe's Goetz von Berlichmifm,, 
a work, we humbly opine, not much worth the trouble of 
either anthor or translator, and executed some other little 
performances of the same kind for that curious little 
fictitious poet and personage Matthew Gregory Lewis, 
usually willed Monk Lewis. These latter productions had 
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the effect of bringing out into the light a man whose 
name was henceforward associated with Scott's for good 
and for evil during almost all his after life — that of the 
printer, James Eallautyne. Ballaiityne had been Scott's 
schoolfellow in one of the early preparatory schools he 
had attended in his childhood. He was, in 1779, after 
some attempts to eatablish himself in a better position 
which had failed, the printer and editor of a weekly news- 
paper in Kelso, his native town. Scott furnished him 
with aome bits of news for his paper on one occasion 
when he was visiting in the neighbourhood, and showed 
him some of his eoutrihutions to Lewis's intended volume : 
and when tlieir childish intercourse was thus renewed, his 
kind heart prompted him, by way of encouraging hia old 
diuaintauc*, to have a few copies of the poems printed, 
1 order tliat Ballantyne's skill as a printer, and his 
excellent type, might be seen in Edinburgh. Twelve 
copies were printed of this little experimental effort, and 
Ballantyne's fate was decided. The alliance was pro- 
ductive o£ many consequences to both — fame and extra- 
ordinary success, and luxury, and wealth for a time — 
but it would have been well for Scott had his brotherly 
kindness been less genial. Had the rash publisher been 
left to vegetate in hia little town and print his news- 
paper, it might have been better for all concerned. 

In the end of the century Scott married a pretty and 
charming girl, half French, half English, who does not 
seem to have counted for very much in his life, but who 
was a pleasant mate and brought him an undistinguished 
I'amily, as is usiial with men nf the greatest m^nitude. 
At the same time he was appointed Sheriff-depute of 
Selkirkshire, which provided liim with the means m 
sary for his young household. This proves at once 
iuimense superiority of Tory to Whig in those days. 
.Jeflrey. though he had also mamed, with the utmost j 
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daring, on sometliing under £100 a year, and Kved 
happily and hospitably upon the same up tliree pail's of 
wteira in a tall Edinburgh house, had no such chance 
possible. The luckier of the two had a pretty cottage at 
Ijisswade, and many secondary advantages ; and his 
Sheriffship brought him, besides the secure income which 
is of such vital importance to every struggling young 
man, a reason and exouse for many wanderings about the 
country, which was hia true study and workshop, though 
as yet he knew it not. Ey this time he had taken up 
what may be called hia first real literary venture, hia 
MiitstrelBi/ of the ScoUisk Border, the most congenial work 
which could have been found, and perhaps one of the 
best exercises for his future career. In his ISgal expedi- 
tions through the little towns of Selkirkshire and the 
wilds of Ettrick Forest, ha had his eyes and ears open 
for every song and ballad, and every congenial spirit who 
could help him to obtain such. And it ia curious and 
touching to see how, aa he goes on, name after name 
comes to light, which are henceforward to be associated 
with his whole after life. In one fannhouse he finds 
William Laidlaw ; in another James Hogg, the most 
entirely self-taught and nature-trained of all the rustic 
poets. Hogg had " taught himself to read by cnpytng 
the letters of a printed book as he lay watching his flock 
on the hillside," which is as nearly b'ke the invention ol 
that mediiim of communication for himself as can wel 
be; and he was now, in hia young manhood, no mnri 
than a shepherd, thougli he had begun with tlie earliesi 
iustinct of the peasant poet to write songs of his own, 
and was full of the minstrelsy of the district, the humble 
traditionary literature in which his mother had nursed 
him, as the mother of Burns had nursed her greater son, 
' It is strange to see how large a part this floating oral 
literature had to do with tlie education of tlie Scot, aud 
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how little it appears to show in the records of the other 
side of the Border, though there is no lack of English 
ballads to answer the same fine purpose. Bishop Percy 
and the pentlemen-antit^naries seem to have appropriated 
the study farther south ; but Scott's associates in the 
Forest, tlie young sheep -farmers, the labouring hinds and 
shepherds, entered with eiithusiasui into his pursuit 

He fell upon another aaaistaut and associate in Edin- 
burgh of a similar class by origin, but of acquirements eo 
extraordinary and character so strange, that he merits a 
fuller notice. A wilder and more eccentric figure has 
rarely appeared in literature. This was John Leyden, a 
homely, shy, yet vain youth, from the south of Scotland, 
the very district which "the Shirra" was continually 
surveying, the son of a small hillside fanner, a being as 
boisterous as the winds and as wayward, a rustic enthu- 
siast, a tender poet, a preacher licensed by the Church, 
and one of the most learned men of his generation — but 
with so many ridiculous characteristics and so bizarre 
both in mind and person, that it is difficult to award to 
hint the applause of which he is truly worthy. He was 
one of those very poor students whose existence gave — 
and to some extent still gives — a special character to the 
little world of a Scotch University; one of the most 
penniless and unkempt of all the sons of letters, asking 
nothing of fate but knowledge, and feeding wildly upon 
everything in tliat shape which came in his way, without 
ever acquiring one of those graces of culture which to 
many are of so much more importance than culture 
itself. Constable, the enterprismg bookseller, who did not 
hesitate to ofl'er terms which were " without precedent," 
to the wi'iters of the Bcview, had begun his career not 
very long before in a little shop where rare old books, of 
which he was a lover, were to be found as well as the 
new. There one of the " foreigners," who then frequented 
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Edinburgh, a gentle Eoglish virttwso, book-lover, and 
student, Mr. Eichard Heber, the elder brother of the 
future bishop, was a frequent visitor; and bis attention 
was soon drawn to another frequenter of the shop, a 
scholar very unlike any species with which he was ' 
acquainted, speaking the broadest Scotch, as strange in 
manner, clothes, and appearance, as he was in accent, 
who, sometimes perched on a ladder, sometimes buried in 
a. diisty corner, devoured the books which he could not 
afford to buy. Mr. Heber had become acquainted with 
Scott, and interested himself actively in the Scottish 
Mivstrelsy. One day when in Constable's shop he fell by 
chance into conversation with this wild fellow -reader, 
whom he had so often watched with amusement, and soon 
found in him a kindred student Leyden loved the 
legendary lore of his country as he loved everything else 
that belonged to his native dales — and this revelation 
brought about an introduction to Scott and to many 
gentle and cultivated persons otherwise entirely ont of 
the poor student's way. Scott discovered that be was 
Ihe author of many translations from the classics, and 
also from various European languages, which had appeared 
in the pages of the little Edinburgh Magaxine, the mild 
successor of the Mirror and Lounger, and the predecessor 
ai Blaekwood ; and his very oddities and homeliness seem ' 
to have attracted all with whom he was brought in eon- 
tact. Lord Cockbum describes this eccentric personage 
with all his usual genial breadth of touch : — - 

" John Leyden has said of himself, ' I often veT^e so nearly on 
nbsurdity that I know it is perfectly easy to iiilsconteive rae as well 
as miBreprc:Bent me.' Thia wae quite true. He cannot be understood 
till the peculiarities to which he alludes are accomited fur. . . , 
Ever in a state of excitement, ever ardent, ever panting for things 
nnattainahle by ordinary morlalB, and successful to an extent sutli- 
cient to ronse the hopes of a young man ignorant of life, there was 
nothing that he thought beyond his reath ; and not kiioviny 
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what msincarify was, he »pnke of his powers and his visions as openly 
S9 it he had been expnuniling what might he expected of another 
person. According to himself, John Leyden could easilj in a, few 
nionlha have hecn a great physician, or enrpassed Sir William Jones 
in Oriental literatnre, or Milton in poetry ; yet at the very time he 
was Ibus exposing btuBelt be wss not only simple but genenma and 
botuble. He was a witd-looking thin Roxbu^hshira man, with 
anndy hair, a soteech voice, and staring eyes, exactly as he came from 
his native village ; and not one of those not very attractive personal 
qualities would he have excbangeit for all the graces of Apollo. By 
the Lime I knew him he had made himself one of our social shows, 
and could and did say whatever he chose. His delight lay in an 
argument about the Scotch Church, or Oriental literature, or Scotch 
poetry, or odd customs or scenery, always conducted on hia part in 
a hi^b shrill voice, with great intensity and an utter nnconscious' 
ne^ of the amazement of strangers." 



This strange being was what is called a probationer of 
the Chitrch of Scotland, licensed to preach though not 
appointed to any charge; but either because- hia odd 
manner and wild appearance made him unpopular, 
or from the want of inclination in himself, he does not 
seem, though he preached occasionally, to have shown 
any desire to follow bis profession. After a considerable 
interval of vague projects he set his heart finally on going 
to India, and his many friends exerted themselves to get 
him an appointment. It was found, however, that the 
only thing to be got was a commission as surgeon assist- 
ant, and that to have any chance even of this b^ must 
go through his medical examination within six weeks. 
" This news, which would have crushed any other man's 
hopes to the dust, was only a welcome fillip to the ardour 
of Leyden. He that same ho\ir grappled with a new 
science, in full confidence that whatever ordinary men 
coidd do in three or four years his energy could accoui- 
plish in as many months." Hia confidence in himself 
was justified, and he passed his examination and took bis 
medical degree within the time appointed. Just before 



leaving England he published a, volutne of poetry, includ- 
ing the Scenes of Infancy, which had previously had some 
local acceptance. Nothing can show better the devotion 
of his mind to the native landscape, which was always to 
him the most lovely in the woiid, than the following 
verses taken from that poem ; — 

" When first around my inl'aiit head 
Dell) si ve dreams tlieir visious shed. 

To soften or to soothe the bouI j 
In every acene witli glad aurprise 
I Baw laj native groves ariae, 

And Teviot's crystal waters rolL 

"And when religion raised my view- 
Beyond this concave's azure Uue, 

Where flowers of fairer luetre hlow ; 
Where Eden's groves again shall bloom 
Beyond the desert of the tonih, 

And living streams for ever flow ; 

« The genia of soft celestial dye, 
Were 8ui;h aa often met my eye, 

Expanding green on Teviot's side ; 
The living streams whose pearly wave 
In. fancy's eye appeared to lave 

Resembled Teviot's brimrul tide." 

The simple enthusiast-patriotism which saw Teviot in 
evary stream of beauty, aad could conceive no better 
emblem of the streams of paradise, was Leyden's ruling 
passion. He went to India, however, disappearing for 
ever from Teviot and all the scenery and society of his 
native country, and went on his violent stormy way — like 
II sort of wandering irregular comet, most unlike, even in 
his indomitable perseverance and labour, to the conven- 
tional idea of the cautious Scot — through many a strange 
scena His rapid initiation into the science of medicine 
does not seem to have done much more for him than ensure 
his appointment. Arrived in India, he became tirst a I'lu- 
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fcnor, theo • Jodge. and npidlT passed throng various 
oAms, each mrdTiBg a new branch of infonoHtioD. 
t 'Wbik he «■■ doing die sctire duties of these, be made a 
^ gn^ at all the fmaptd hngaages of tlie CoutiDeDt Fin- 
aUy be went with Locd Minto to Java, then newly added 
to ihe British prorinces, and nishing into a shat-np house, 
vfaere he had beeo infonned a treasure of books was to , 
be foond, caogfat fever and died at thirty-six, in the year 
[ 181L In his last illness, some Mend who had gone to 
B fahn told him an anecdote of the Liddesdale volunteers, 
the men of hia own district — how they had risen as one 
man on a false alarm of invasion, similar to that of which 
Scott makes picturesque use in the Antiqvary. The 
Borderers came hurrying down from all sides, some of them 
swimming the river in their eagerness, and marched into 
Hawick at daybreak, placing the favourite air of the dis- 
trict, '■ 'Wha danr meddle wi' me ?" The story, the vivid 
recollection, the sudden exciting touch of all those emo- 
tions which were the very spring of his being, intoxicated 
the sick man. He sprang up in his bed, and in his harsh 
voice, more tremuions than usual in its shrill weakness, 
" with strange melody and stranger gesticulations," sang 
in a transport of feverish enthusiasm the song of hia native 
hills. A more characteristic conclusion could not be. 

There is a kindred story told in illustration of the 
efforts of this enthusiastic coadjutor in Scott's work, which 
is our more immediate subject, and which we may tell in 
Mr, Lockhart's words : — 

"An mterefiting fragment had been obtained of an ancient 
historical ballad, \)Ut the remainder, to the great distnrbance of the 
editor, was not to be recovered. Two days after, while he waa 
Hitting with some companv afler dinner, a irannd was heard at a 
distance like that of the whifitlin;; of a tcRipeet through the torn, 
rigpng of the vessel which Bcuda before it. The Bounds increased 
Ha they approached more near ; and Lcydeti (to the great aatonish- 
nient uf such of the pueats an did not know him) burst uyUi the n 
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chanting the desiderated btdlad with tbe most enthosiaatic gestures, 

ttd all the energy of what lie uaed to call the 

It turned out that he had walked ~ 

back again, for the Bole purpose of visiting 

niiaed thia precious remnant of antiijuity." 

Such was the atmosphere of genial patriotic enthuaiasm 
which Scott diffused about him, and which on every hand, 
in the moat unlikely quarters, and under the most uncouth 
circumstances, he found a response to. In all his re- 
eearchea, in the exercise of hia magistracy, in the httle 
legal courts he held, and in his progress from one hamlet, 
from one farmhouse, to another, he was, lilce Cervantes in 
tis tax-gathering, acquiring a more and more perfect 
knowledge of the unknown world which he was to reveal. 
Scotland, fresh and rural, with all those pastoral hills and 
"wild moorlands; the salmon-spearing in the river, the 
otter-hunt, the farmhouse parlour, the more refined hospi- 
talities of the laird ; or, quainter atiU, the little circles of 
the country towns ; the bailies and provosts, the minister 
in his manse, the women at their doors, the unpunctual 
coach, the quick-tongued landlady; all found a place in 
his memory. Not so much as the " natural," the " inno- 
cent," the harmless creature so often visible in Scotland 
about a hamlet or farm-steading, with curious gleams of 
natural cunning lighting up its gentle idiocy, was left out 
He had no prevision of the use he was to make of all 
tliosa kindly experiences ; his head was full of ballad 
measures and scraps of antique verse — or at most hum- 
ming with the simple inspiration of the Minstrel's Zay 
or the easy melodious story of the Za-rfji of the ZaJce. 
He was all unaware of the issue that was to come of that 
friendly interest in men and all their ways which made 
every moorland path amusing and deUghtful to him, and 
touched men and dogs alike with the sensation of some- 
thing brotherly and kind approaching. He was never 



above his company, though that was of all sorts and con- 
ditions ; and though he woa thoiiglit in later days to be 
nihitious and aristocratical in his ideas, — as he certainly 
as in his principles, — no man could he more open to all 
sympathies and charities, or more entirely at liorae with 
his fe How-creatures, or at least his fellow-countrymen, 
wherever he met them. Geuial mirth and fellowship 
accompanied him wherever he went. He was as happy 
with aa old wife (if she knew any ballads) in her homely 
bid and ben aa with a duchess (though he was not with- 
out a true British devotion to ducheaaes too). His ac- 
quaintance waa infinite, and there waa nothing in life 
which he did not take the good of, with hia mind and hia 
eyes ever open, amid the most commonplace circumstances, 
to those notes of human tragedy which run through every 
strain, and to the patlios and uncomplaining pangs of 
existence, as well as to the humours and vanities and 
endleaa vagaries of the crowd. The very cows in the 
pastures, who were individual creatures to the milkmaids 
and almost human, entered into hia economy of life. He 
saw everything, and laid up in store, in hia great silent 
genial intelligence, all those varied scenes and still more 
varied people, without knowing what use he was to make 
of them ; and thinking of nothing — save perhaps of the 
rhymed romances which were to win him an easy celebrity 
and a great deal of substantial recompense — follo""ed the 
natural bent of hia mind in making friends everywhere, 
and acquiring such an acquaintance with the untrodden 
ways of hia own country aa waa scarcely possessed by any 
other man alive. 

The publication of the Minstrelsy led by natural 
succession to Scott's first original work. Several of hia 
own ballads had found a place in the collection, and by 
the time the third volume was thought of, mention is 
iiiiido of "a long poem ... a kind nf romance of Border 
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chivalry in a. light horseman aort of stanza," which ht; 
intended to include in it. The reader will have little 
difficulty in recognising thia idea aa carried out in the 
Zay of tJie Last Minstrel, which, however, fortunately 
proved too long for anything but independent puhlication. 
The Minstrdiiy bad a great success, bringing as much 
money to its editor, not to speak of rejiutation, as all the 
other poets put together had received for all their pro- 
ductions — a curious example of the peculiarities of the 
public taste and the diSereut estimate made hy con- 
temporaries and by posterity. No doubt, however, that 
such a book as the Minstrdsy secured a crowd of easy 
readers, who would not have ventured to engi^je upou a 
long and serious poem, and whom the novelty anil 
eccentricities of the Lyrical Ballads would have dis- 
couraged. One of the ciitics of the day described the 
book as containing " the elements of a hundred historical 
romances." It was thus au e-tceUent beginning to Scott's 
career. 

That career was almost too prosperous for a poet. 
He had money left Mm, or rather a small estate con- 
vertible into money, and flourished and increased. In 
1804 he removed to Ashestiel, a house henceforth almost 
as closely connected with bis memory as his own Abbots- 
ford, and which was within the district of wliich he was 
Sheriff. In 1805. when lie wiis twenty-nine, the Lay 
waa published. By this time Ballantyne, whose then 
modest fortune seenied to have been made by the Miii- 
ttrelsy, and before whom the brightest prospects were 
opening, had removed to Edinburgh, and the close con- 
nection between the printer and the poet, which lasted 
BO long and ended so tragically, was begun. " The 
success of the LMy" says Lockhart, " at once decided that 
literature should form the main business of Scott's lifa" 
No poem of that time, Jndcijd, we believe, no poem of 
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aDy time, ever attained so imraense a popularity on tbe 
moment. It moved the whole English world from the 
highest to the lowest. Pitt and Fox, agreeing in nothiug 
elae, agreed in this. The picturesque life of the strain, 
its novelty, its freshness, the interest of the story, the 
romantic .picture of an ancient world, in which all was 
comprehensible, where there was neither mysticism, nor 
even any mystery beyond that degree of pleasurable 
wonder which stirs and stimulate withont confvising tlie 
mind — all united to achieve the easiest and completest of 
conquests. That a poem which nobody, not even Scott's 
greatest lovers, would assert to be a great poem, should 
tJius have triumphed over all tbe great poetry that was 
contemporary to it, is a mar\-el which no one has ever 
been able to explain. The copyright of the two nnlucky 
volumes which contained the " Ancient Mariner " and 
many of Wordsworth's finest minor poems had a very 
short time before been giveu back to their authors as 
entirely without value, wliHe this fresh and sparkling 
Lay brought Scott tbe best part of £1000, flew through 
edition after edition, and took tbe world by storm. The 
reason probably was that while tbe other poets of the 
time had been discouraing upon simplicity of language 
and tbe adoption of common modes of expression instead 
of the elevated diction of the past — without doing any 
more to carry out their professions than an Art deeper 
than these professions permitted — Scott, without saying 
anything about it, and with no deeper meaning to hamper 
him, really did what they professed to do, and wrote hia 
poem in the simplest measure and tbe least distinctive 
language, making it as easy to read as any ballad. The 
" Mariner," save when it struck tbe dreamy fancy of 
some soul predestinate, one of those whom the weird 
narrator recognised at tlie first glance as "tbe man who 
must hear me," was, on the face of it, above and beyoud 
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the comprehension of the miiltitufJe, who have mdeeil 
arrived at a gHmraering understanding of its strange 
beauty now-a-days by dint of much explaining and 
lecturing, but who will never take to it heartily. And 
Wordsworth's treatment of some of the mure subtle 
sentiments of the heart, although expressed in language 
ostentatiously simple, must always have left a number 
of readers agape. How, for instance, were the shallower 
souls, unacquainted with the mysteries of their own 
thoughts, to understand the wonderful little gleam of 
spiritual insight which is conveyed in the little poem — 
so clumsily named, and so weakened, short as it is, by 
unnecessary repetitions — the "Anecdote for Fathers"? 

Here the language, indeed, is simple enough, but the 

thought most abstruse : — 

" My Boy was by my aide, bo slim 
And graceful in his ruetic dve&s ] 
And, ns we talked, I questioned bim, 
In very idleness. 

" ' Now tell me, had you ratber be,' 
I said, and took him by the arm, 
' On Kilve's smooth shore, by the j;reen sea, 
Or here at Liawyn farm I' 

" In earelesB mood lie looked at me, 
While still 1 held him by the arm, 
And said, ' At Kilve I'd rather be 
Than here at Liswyn farm.' 

" 'Now, little Edward, say why so ; 
My little Edwurd, lell nie why.' — 
' I cannot tell, I do not know.' — 
'Why, this is strange,' said 1 ; 

" ' For, here are woods, luid green hills warm : 
There surely jinst some reason be 
Why you would change sweet Liswyn farm 
For Kilve by the gictn sea.' 
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" At thu, my Boy hung down his head. 
He blushed u itL «banie, nor made repljr ; 
And five times to the child I said, 
' Why, Edward, tell me why I' 
" His head he raised — there waa in si^t. 
It caught his eye, he saw it plain — 
Upon the huuse-top, glittering bright, 
A brood and gilded Vane. 
" ' Then did the Boy his tongue unlock ; 
And thus to nie he made reply : 
' At Kilve there was no weathercock. 
And that's the reason why,' " 

There is perliaps no bit of metaphysics in the language 
by which an unenlightened reader would be so entirely 
puzzled as by this seeming simplicity. It is the very 
perfection of poetic insigbt, an evanescent thought caught 
on the flight and made everlasting, though too ethereal, 
too momentary, to yield its secret in its instantaneous 
passage to any eye less divinely qualified. Those who 
have eyes to see it perceive what is thus set before them, 
but to those who have not, a volume of explanation would 
make the matter no clearer. How different was Scott ! 
he has his perceptions too, but they throw no shadow of 
over-profonnd meaning upon the sunshiny tale. It flows 
like a blithe Highland stream over its rocks and stones 
— here dashing ronm! n great boulder, there flowing swift 
and clear over llie shallows. Compare with Wordsworth's 
subtle divination the picturesque and straightforwanl 
magic of the £<i.v: fair Jktelrose tu the moonlight and tlie 
WixAttl in liis gmve, and the stnmge iliumination shining 
upon the pal*" visage of tlie Monk and the dark-brow'd 
warrior's mail. gix'B the merest schoolboy a pleasurabla 
thrill, and an- wmprebonsiWe as a h t 
" Boforp thrir rvw the Wismrd Iny, 

As if hp bull net bom At»i n J«y. 

Hi* himry K-nnl in silvw rolVd, 
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A polnier'e aniic« wrapp'd him round, 

Wilb a wToiifiht Spanish baldric bound, 
Like a pilgrim fnmi lieymid the sea : 

His left hand held his Bouk of Might ; 

A Bilver cross was in his right ; 

The lamp wan placed heHiJe his knee : 
High and majeatic was his louk, 
At which the fellest fienils had shook, 
And oil unrufiled was hin face : 
They tmsted hia soul hail gotten grace, 

" Often had William nf Deloraine 
Ilode through the battle's bloody plam, 
And trampled down the v ' 
■ " either knc 
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Hia breath came thick, his head swam ronnd, 

When this strange scene of death he saw. 

Bewilder'd and unnerved he stood. 

And the priest pra/d fervently and loud : 

With eyea averted prayed he ; 

He might not endure the sight to see. 

Of the man he had loved so brotherly, 

"And when the priest his death-prayer had pray'd, 
ThuB unto Deloraine he said :— 

' Now, speed thee what thoit hast to do. 
Or, Warrior, we may dearly rue ; 
For those, thou niay'at not look upon. 
Are gathering ffl*t round the yawning stone I' — 
Then Deloraine, in terror, took 
From the culd hand the Mighty Book, 
With iron clasp'd, and with iron bound : 
He thought, as he took it, the dead man frown'd ; 
But the glare of the sepulchral light. 
Perchance, had dazzled the warrior's sight." 

Here is the straightforward auperuatural in the most 
pictiiresqwe and romantic setting ; but who is there that 
could he in the least trouble to know what it means ? 
Michael Scott and his big book are plain as daylight in 
comparison with that urchin with his weathercock. There 
are no metaphysics in the whole freali, musical, daylight 
VOL, n. 11 
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strain. Scott was not particular about the pl&iimess of 
Hs language, taking what came, having no time to weigh 
syllablea, but he made his tale so clfar that he may run 
who readeth it. He was understood wlierever he went 
He perplexed nobody — -more than they like to be per- 
plexed by the honest intricacies of the story. This, we 
think, was the secret of the estraordinary and sudden 
conquest he made of the entire kingdom. The pnblic 
had been hearing a great deal of the .idvantage of making 
use in poetry of common language and events ; they bad 
heard on the other side torrents of abuse poored upon 
thia theory, and had been assured that poetiy could oot 
exist at all except according to the old csoods. And lo^ 
wltile the tumult went on orer their heads, not leaving 
them calm enough to judge for themselves, hoc soddenlj, 
carelessly, with a delightful spontaneous indiSeicnce to 
all prindples of art, came in this new minstrd mud sang 
them, in a light and flowing rhTthm. wludi eained tlieiB 
along like the tnne of a hullad, a story they cooM onder- 
stand from bt^nning to end ' Perplexed by "Wiorf s wcrt ^ 
Mtnfonnded 1^ Coleridge, finding tfaeaaadns tn^pped tj 
this professed simplicity into pitUb of myS&dsm and 
miiar;lA, vbat wondeT that the couamm mrid «f not ton 
vise or discrirainatii^ leadras acqwd into Soott with a 
sense at relief which was at i 
tade? Hoe, at kaa^ was t 
qarit-atitti^ like a maitial ai^fike Aa HfiaeMaaeeC 
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tnmeii to use even in imperial affaire. " The Chancellor 
asked me abont you and your then situation," said the 
all-powerful Dmidas, who was a sort of Scotch viceroy 
and supreme manager of Scotch affairs and patronage, in 
a letter to Scott ; " and after I had answered Iiim, Pitt 
observed — 'He tiau't remain as he is,' and desired me to 
'look to it,'" He then repeated some lines from the 
Zai/ describing the old harper's embarrassment when 
asked to play, and said, " This is a sort of thing wliicli I 
might have expected in painting, but could never have _ 
taTicied capable of being given in poetry.' " The great 
Btate.sman's idea of what could be expressed in painting, 
but not in poetry, ia so eurioua that we must quote the 



" The hiunble boon was soon obtain'd ; 
The Aged Miuatrel audience gain'i!. 
But, wten he reach'd the room of state, 
Where she, with all her ladiee, sate, 
Perchance he wish'd his buoa dunied : 
For, ■when to tune his harp he tried, 
His trembling Iiand had lost the ease, 
Which marks security to please ; 
And scenes, long past, of joy and pain, 
Came wildering o'er his aged brain — 
He tided to tune his harp in vain 1 
The pitying Bnehess praised its chime, 
And gave him heart, and gave him time, 
Till every string's according glee 
Was blended intu harmony. 
And then, he said, he would full fain 
He Eould recall an ancient strain. 
He never thought to sing agnin. 
It was not framed for village chnrls. 
But for high dames and mighty earls ; 
He had play'd it to King Charles- the Qood, 
When lie kept court in Holyrood ; 
And much he wiali'd, yet feared, to try 
The long-forgotten melody. 
Amid the strings liis fingers stray'd, 



THE LITEHAHV RISTOHY OF 



And an uncertain warbling made. 

And oft he shook his boaiy head. 

Bnt when he caught the meaanre wild, 

The old man raised liis face, and smiled ; 

And lighten'd np bis faded eyu, 

"With all a poet's ecBta^}" 1 

In varying cadence, auft ur iitrong. 

He ewept the Bounding ehotda along ; 

The present scene, the future lot, 

Pifl toils, his wants, were all forgot ; 

Cold diffidence, and age's frost, 

In the full tide of song were loet ; 

Each blank, in faithless uieniory void, 

The poet's glowing thought supplictl ; 

And, while hi| heart responsive wrimg, 

Twae thus the Latest Minstrel sung." 
What a clear, eoft, animated description is this of an 
internal struggle, enough to touch the Iieart with easy 
sympathy without making any undue demand iij)on it 
either of emotion or understanding ! But wliere Mr. 
Pitt would have found a painter in his time to express 
all tliat on one canvas we are nnable to imagine. 

It ia not unnatural, however, that Southey, getting 
three pounds seventeen shillings for his elahorate 
" Madoc " which had cost him so much labotu*, for which 
he had collected waggon-loads of material, and weighed 
every word, and verified every landscaiie, should record 
with a sigh of wonder, if not envy, that Scott had sold 
4-500 of the Lay, and made above a thousand pounds by 
it. It was hard not only to be surpassed, in the opinion 
of the critics, by those brethren-in-arma whom he allowed 
to be at least as great poets as himself, but to be outdone 
with the public by this new adventurer with the easy 
canter of bis " light horseman sort of stanza." " Y^ou 
see the whole extent of his powers in the Minstrel's Lay," 
the mortified but not ungenerous poet wrote afterwaids 
when he made Scott's acquaintanca And he characterises 
it, not unjustly, " as a very amusing poem : it excites 
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a navel-like interest, but you discover nothing on after 
I*rusal." It is not, indeed, at all wonderful that the 
])oets who were possessed by a profound sense of the 
gravity of their mission should have looked on with an 
almoat stunned surprise at this light and careless and 
easy success. Even the author felt himself called upon 
to " make the necessary deductions from his own merits 
in a calm attempt to account for its popularity." It was 
a surprise to himself as well as to the rest of the world. 

Success so fat above Ms expectation seems to have 
decided Scott to trust himself in future to the chances of 
literature aud such preferment aa he could obtain, and to 
give up the precarious practice of his profession, which 
had never brought him anything worth considering. He 
was, as we have said, alreaily wonderfully well off for a 
poet. He is understood to have had with his Sheriffship 
about a thousand a year — a much more considerable in- 
come then than now. Shortly after the publication of 
the Zai/ he obtained another office — a clerkship of the 
Court of Session, a permanent appointment in which there 
was security for the future as well as gain for the present. 
About the same time he took another step more mo- 
mentous still : which was the transplanting of Ballantyne 
aud his busineaa to Edinbui-gh — an expensive operation 
which required money. The consequence of several ad- 
vances made by Scott to his humble friend was that the 
poet became the partner of the printer — an arrangement 
which was of the greatest, and finally of the most fatal, 
moment in the story of his life. This partial entry into 
the interests of " the booksellers " seems to have filled 
his active mind with a hundred schemes. " In the very 
first letter I have found from Scott to his partner," says 
Mr. Lockhart, "occur suggestions about new editions of 
Thomson, Pryden, and Tacitus, and moreover, of a grand 
edition of the British poets in one hundred volumes, of 
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which last he desigued himself to Ije the editor," " In 
the course of the aummer and atituinn we find him in 
cori'espondence about another gigantic scheme — -a uniform 
series of the ancieut English Chronicles." Nothing could 
better show the energy of the man. He was far above 
any elation of vanity in the strange and bewildering 
sucjcess which had come to him — a success in which, we 
may almost be permitted to say, he himself never believed. 
And he set to work at once in the new channel opeued 
to him, altogether unconscious yet of the much more 
brilliant channel not yet opened. 

While he was planning these undertakings with the 
steadiness and resolution of a man determined to make 
bis fortune as he best could for the advantage of his 
fiimily, since his proper profession afforded no promise of 
advancement, the poetry, that wonderful accidental gift 
which he had found, by the way, without premeditation, 
was hig greatest pleasure and diversion, among the many 
enjoyments of his genial life. Of Marmion, he says, 
" that the period of its composition was a very happy one 
in my life ; so that I remember with pleasure at this 
moment some of the spots m which particular passages 
were composed." I'hese words were written a quarter of 
a century after the composition of Marmion. And no 
doubt all the still and sweet recesses, of Tweedside, the 
old ash-trees on the Sheriffs Knowe, the wilder moorland 
hills and braes beyond the green inclosure of Ashestiel, 
must have risen grateful and soothing before him as he 
wrote, — " Oh man !" he said to his son-in-law, in familiar, 
kindly, Scottish speech, when be was beginning to be old 
— -" Oh man ! I had many a grand gallop among these 
braes when I was thinking of Marmiun — hut a trotting, 
canny pony must serve me now," When he was 
out with his volunteers, another informant tells us, " In 
the intervals of the drilling Scott itsed to delight in walk- 
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in;;; hia powerful black steed up and down by himself 
upon tlie Portobello sands within the beating of the 
suTga ; and now and then you would see liim plunge ia 
hia spurs and go off as if at the charge, with the spray 
dasliing about him. As we rode back to Musselburgh, 
he often came and placed himseif beaide me to repeat the 
verses he had been composing during these pauses of our 
exercise." The lines that were thus sung to himself, as 
his biy horae thundered over the mooriand, or splashed 
through the wet sands in a cloud of salt spray, have all 
the freshness of the northern an-, and all the rhythm of 
winds and waters in them. Not so do the higher strains 
of divine poetry come into being. But Scott chanted his 
Bong of battle and adventure to himself, in a rapture of 
simple poetic feeling, enhanced by the wholesome fervour 
of happy life, by the excitement of rapid motion, and the 
full sweep and tide of being, which swelled all his veins 
and made mind and body harmonious. He had no pro- 
phet's burden to deliver, no solemn lesson to teach, but 
gave out to hia audience in a genial and friendly flood 
the happy moments, the melodious impulses, and favourite 
studies of hia own nature. It is imagination in its simplest 
and least complicated development — no drama, but a tale: 
with no profound under-current of meaning, but its happy 
significance on the surface, its simple loves, its martial 
progresses, its tunefiil not«3 of generous conflict No- 
thing mean or petty or poor is in the range of this cheerful, 
yet tender art Simple as it is, the high-minded Scots 
gentleman on his big charger is in entire harmony with 
the strain. It never descends below his level. Before 
he transmitted it, all glowing with life and movement, to 
his audience, it had swept through hia own mind like a 
brisk, melodious breeze, touching bim with tlie same thrill 
tif pleasure and feeling as that which moved the readers. 
There is no evidence that Scott thought of his poetry 



otherwise than in this light. He did not expect it to 
flow on for ever, Dor "believed that he had opened a 
perennial fountain. When the interest flagged he was 
not surprised, nor was he bitterly disappoiated. The 
popularity of Marmion, indeed, he confesses, almost 
turned his head. It gave him " such a heese (hoist) lie 
had for a moment almost lost liis footing." But he had 
far too much good sense ever really to lose his footing. 
Mrs, Grant compares him to a burning-glass which the 
raya of admiration went through without affecting it. 
The puhhc, which was unanimous, did all it was possible 
to do to disturb the modest equilibrium of the poet. 
" The only question at issue," his friend Ellis wrote from 
London, from the midst of the best society, " is whether 
the 1-a.if or Marmion should be reputed the most pleasing 
poem in our language." Thus, only himself was hia rival, 
and it was generally allowed that there was nothing else 
hy which to measure these two masterpieces. 

One voice alone was raised against this universal con- 
clusion. In the midst of such a chorus of applause, and 
an enthusiasm so general, there is something amusing as 
well aa respectable in the impartiality and boldness with- 
which little Jeffrey in his Jieview, at the height of his 
friend's success and fame, assailed the easy-tempered 
giant. One April night, when all the world had been 
burning incense round him, Scott received a number of 
that JReview which still carried terror to every Uterary 
hoBonL But he was a contributor, one of the brother- 
hood, and it can scarcely be supposed that he looked upon 
it with any alarm. Accompanying the Review, however, 
was a manly little note from the editor : " If I did not 
give you credit for more magnanimity than others of your 
irritable tribe, I should scarcely venture to put tliis into 
your hands," Jeffrey wrote. " I have spoken of your 
poem exactly as I tliiiik, and though I cannot reasonably 



suppose that you ■will be pleased with everything I have 
said, it -would mortify me very severely to believe I had 
given you pain," On the same evening the critic had 
been engaged to dine with the poet. Scott wrote to him 
at once, assuring him that no criticiam could alter his 
friendship ; but it is scarcely possible to suppose that 
when the guests arrived for that dinner there was not a 
somewhat rapid pulsation in the bosom of the dauntless 
little man whose integrity had been so painfully proved. 
Scott received him with all his usual cordiality ; but the 
lady of the house could scarcely be expected to be equally 
heroicj and the clumsy little shaft which she discharged 
at her husband's critic has been preserved in the history. 
It is a curious passage-at-arms altogether. In the present 
day, when Eeviews are less authoritative and authors 
more used to tbem, the occurrence would attract less 
attention ; but the verdict of " Judge Jeffrey " then was 
more important than any verdict now, and the two men 
were members of a limited society through which the 
thrill of such an encounter would run like an electric 
current. There could not be a better proof of the im- 
partiality of the Eevino, which, as its victims thought 
over the Border, was incapable of abusing anything 
Scotch ; or of the coxirageous vigour which could thus 
oppose the tide of universal enthusiasm, and assail not 
only an influential member of society but a friend whom 
the critic could not help encountering every day. 

Whether Scott's magnanimity was less great than it 
appeared, or whether it was the heightening fervour of 
politics which made it impossible for a Tory to find fellow- 
ship any longer in the Wliig camp, it is difficidt to 
ascertain, but, as a matter of fact, he here ceased to be 
a contributor to the Edinhurgh Meview ; and it was not 
very long before all his political sympathies were en- 
listed for its rival, the new Quarterly, before which foi 
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a moment even the hold .Teffrey quailed. The seTerance 
thuB begun went farther tliftii one of mere literature. It 
involved the business relations of the poet, as well as Lis 
relations with his friends. Tarions accidents happened, 
wliidi intensiiiei), in the jierson of Constable the publisher, 
the first prick of offence which had been given by Jeffrey. 
And in the ueantiiue James Ballantyne the printer had 
been joined by his brother John, who was believed to 
have the powers necessary for conducting an enlarged 
business. The consequence was that while the Quarterly 
Jitvifw was instituted in London, the firm of John 
Ballantyne and Co., of which Scott was an undisclosed 
partner, was estftlilisheil in Eilinbui^h, and became hence- 
forward the chief undertaking of his life. 

Unfortunately all manner of labours and embarrass- 
ments came in its train. Without this, all those re- 
proaches that have been lavished upon him as to the 
extravagances of Abbotsford, and his supposed foolish 
weakness in desiring to leave a local habitation and an 
estate behind him for the enjoyment of his children after 
hif — or of founding a family according to the ill-natured 
version of this most natural wish — might have been 
spared. He had an income of £lfiOO a year from his 
legal appointments, and received lai^r sums for his work 
than ail the other writers of the time put together ; and 
but for the drain of his badly-managed and unsuccessful 
business, in which he was the only partner with any 
capital, his lands and his mock castle, and his old furniture 
and properties, would have been veiy natural vanities. 
His life seems to have been hampered and embarrassed al- 
most from the first moment of his connection with this un- 
fortunate firm. It is a curious commentary upon popular 
opinion, which has been long so firmly fixed as to the 
caution and pmdence of the Scotch character, to cast a 
from this distance across three parts of a cental 




at the doings of the " trade " in f^linhiirgh in those heroic 
days : at Constable, who " hated accounts, and systemati- 
cally refused, during tlie most vigorous years of his life, 
to examine or sign a balance-sheet :" at the Baltantynes 
blundering jovially along — Messrs. Eigdumfunnidoa and 
Aldiborontiphoacophornio, well worthy of these respectable 
appellations ; the one somewhat heavy in his loyal enthu- 
siasm and readiiieaa to take up everything that pleased 
the master-eye ; the other fun impersonated, " jocund 
Johnny," the gayest of book-keepers. That it should 
have been with these two simple and rash companions- 
rash with the extraordinary temerity of men who know 
little and have little to lose — ^that Scott with his noble 
intellect and supreme good sense plunged into unfamiUar 
business, is the most wonderful of problems. They kept 
him in perpetual amusement with their humours and 
contrast — they looked up to him with admirable de- 
votion : and for these qualities he allowed them to draw 
him into ruin. 

The Lady of tlic Lake appeared in 1809. There had 
been some wavering of comparison between Marmum 
and the Lay. There was none with this new poem. It 
took the world by storm. The public was unanimous in 
its favour; the reviews vied with eaeh other in celebrat- 
ing this greatest poem of the age. Even Jeffrey, the 
" areh-critie," bowed down before it — he who had been 
so rash as to lift up his voice against Mamiion. Scott 
Lad two thousand guineas nominally for it, but more in 
reality. " The whole country rang with the praises of 
the poet," And there was yet another evidence of his 
fame, which is the most extraordinary of all. "It ia a 
well-ascertained fact," says Lockhart, " that from the date 
of the publication of the Lad;// of the Lake the post-horse 
duty rose in an extraordinary degree, aud indeed it con- 
tinued to do so regularly for a number of years, the 
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author's succeediuj^ works keeping up the enthusiasm for 
our scenery which he had tlius originally created," This 
is a quaint and picturesque adjunct to literary fame which 
the greatest of writers could not hope for now. The Zadjf 
qf Ike Lake was the culmination of Scott'a poetical repu- 
tation. Hokeby, which followed, was bought aud read 
almost EL9 eagerly, but not received into the popular heart, 
and the Lord of the Isles was— for Scott — a failure. 
Why it should have been so it is vain now to inquire ; 
for its descriptions are as animated and its story as 
attractive as those of ita predecessors, and the character of 
Bruce has a high and fine ideal nobility which is above 
anything in his previous works. But the vein, perhaps, 
was too thin at all times to bear much working, aud was 
now wearing out ; while, on the other hand, a new poet, as 
brilliaut, oa comprehensible, and more romantic, with a 
much greater poetic genius — Byron — had entered the 
field, aud Scott had for the first time a rival who, besides 
possessing higher qualities than himself at the heart of 
the matter, had as great a command of those gifts which 
gain the pubhc ear. 

Before, however, entering uimn the history of Scott's 
more peimanent triumphs, now about to commence, we 
nmst note the labours in which, throughout all this brief 
summer of extraordinary poetical fiime he had been 
steadily engaged, chiefly to supply the ceaseless drain 
upon his powers made by the unfortunate firm, which had 
to be kept afloat, whatever happened. To many men 
such works as the Lives of Dri/den and Smft would be 
sufficient to sustain a modest fame. To his exuberant 
genius this went for little. These were the daily work" 
of his life, while bis brighter inspirations were its exhilar- 
ation, its glory, its delight : but not less because they take 
so little importance in the record were they conscientious 
and valuable work. It' is possible enough, we cannot- 
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help feeling, tliat at this jieriwl of his career Scott may 
have looked upon him.'jelf as another Southey,- — more 
popular, since his themes were far nearer to his audience 
und more interesting, but fated to tlie same kind of 
honourable and hard-working reputation after hia flush of 
poetical fame should be past, — an able and trustworthy 
biographer, a commentator of endless patience and re- 
soarch, a writer wielding some power in the Reviews, 
and always with that aoit aureole of poetical light upon 
hia head, pleasing his friends and giving dignity to hia 
career. It is difBcult to imagine the genial and large 
being of the great Scotsman, with his universal hospitality 
and liberality, the wide atmosphere about him, tlie end- 
less company — retainers, deiwndanta, courtiers — fixed 
into such a groove of laborious excellence. But still it 
is evident that this is what might have been ; and as he 
went to his daily work after the Courts were over, and 
threaded through all the muddy literary byways— where 
among the garbage some scraps of knowledge of one or 
other of his subjects might be found, always with an 
anxious thought in his mind of those two merry com- 
panions who were eomproiuising his name and bringing 
endless burdens upon him, yet were at the same time hia 
foitliful henchmen and supporters, not to be thrown off,— 
one is tempted to believe that this possibility must often 
have entered Scott's mind ; and that he must have 
realised the possibility of Irecoming a literary hack, though 
of the noblest ^in^ — a constant and steady workman 
turning out his tale of labour, so many pages day by day. 
Many excellent men have done this, and served the world 
as honestly as any otlier kind of craftsman : but the idea 
has always been an obnoxious one, and the suggestion 
something like an insult. The poorest penny-a-liner 
would fain keep up a little fiction of taste and liking to 
dignify his drudgery. And in those days, when Jeffrey 
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hesitated whether writing fi.>r money was not altogether 
beneath the generous instincts of a gentleman, it muat 
have been harder still to contemplate. From this fate, 
however, Scott was saved by one of the most extraordi- 
nary developments of unthought-of genius that ever was 
known. 

In the year 1805, when the Lay was in its first tide 
of popularity, when James Ballantyne, newly come to 
Edinburgh, had just begun to tax the resources and excite 
the imagination of his princely friend with thoughts of 
an ideal publishing house and magnificent literary under- 
taking, — -when his " barmy noddle" was "working prime" 
with so many plans and ideas that it was wonderful how 
one head could contain them, — Scott, witli some sudden 
fancy for another kind of work, turned from his " Drydea " 
and wrote the opening chapters of Waverhy. What 
chance touch of his brimful creative imagination it was . 
that suddenly brought out of the mists, in the midst of 
all those dusty tracts and notes, the line visionary scene 
of Waverley Honour, with all those high-bred accessories 
and that delicate group, a little too faint in colour, Sir 
Everard and Mrs. Ituchel, and the graceful boy who was 
their heir, who can tell ? The wisest prophet could ill 
have divined, from the soft neutral tints of this first 
picture, what sort of a succession, what brilliant groups, 
what animated scenes, were to follow. Even in his own 
later work, when he abandoned iiis best and most charactei- 
istic field and crossed the Tweed to English scenes and 
subjects, we do not remember any companion picture to 
that preface. Had he thrown himself into Ivanhoe at 
once, or taken up some romance of the Border, either 
enterprise would have been more bkely. When he had 
put this beautiful sketch upon his canvas he paused 
doubtful, and showed the work " to a critical friend, 
whose opinion was unfavourable." This, it is supposed. 
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■waa William Erskine. It was not, fortunately for tliem, 
Jeffrey or any of his band. Scott put hia work away, so 
far as appears, withont a sigli. He had so much in 
hand; what did a half-told tale matter? Some yeara 
after, when the strain of the Ballantynes began to tell, he 
took out liis bit of mannscript and looked at it, grudging 
perhaps to have written anything that could not be made 
use of — and this time with a aigh put it hack again. 
But, after a further interval of several yeais, chance 
again brought the old packet of papers to light Scott 
liimselt gives an account of it to his friend Mr. Monitt, 
of Eokehy, in the following words : — 

" I muBt now account for my own ladnesa, whkh I do, by re- 
ferring you to a Muall anonymous sort of a novel in tliree voluniHs, 
Waverlti], which yon will receive by the mail of this day. It waa 
f) very old attempt of mine to embody some traita of those uharactera 
and manneis peculiar to Scotland, the last remnants of which 
vaniahed during my own jonth, 50 that few or no traces now remain. 
I had written gi'eat part ot the firal volume, and sketched other 
passages, when I.miBlaid the MS., luid qnly found it by the mereit 
accident as I was rummj^,dng the dtawera of an old cabinet, and I 
took the fancy of finishing it, which I did ao fast, that the last two 
Tolumee were written in three weeks. ... It has made a very 
Btrong impresaion here, and the good people of Edinburgh are 
busied in trauiug the author, ami Vi finding out orij,'inals for the 
portrwta it contains. , . . Jeffrey ha oft'ered to make oath that it 
is mine, and another great critic has tendered his affidavit ec ant' 
Irario ; sii that these authorities have dlided the Gude Town. . . . 
Let me know your opinion about it. . ., The truth is, that ikU 
tort i>/ vni'ldUii.g wort amuses me, and I ^ something in the con- 
dition of Joseph Surface, who wa« embarl^ij by getting himself 
too good a repntation ; for many things toy please people well 
enough anonymously, which, if they had me oi^the title page would 
just give me that sort of ill name which priojeg hanging — and 
tJiat wotild be in many reapecta inconvenient in, thought of again 
ftying a ffrande opui." 

Ifo man could have been more unconaCug that the 
moment of the grande <^iis had come. No '^^U Scott 
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often wrote with a playful depreciation not quite sincere, 
of liis productions, wliich is the very comprelienaible ex- 
pedient of a man both modest and humorous, to elude 
extrav(^nt praises and even his own vanity, if he has 
any. But in this case it is evident his mind was directed 
to an altogether diiferent kind of ehef-^imiwe, and the 
anonymous novel, the soH of mnddling work, was a bow 
drawn at a venture, upon which no very great hopes were 
fixed. The latter part of the hook must all have been 
written between the 4th of June and the 1st of July, Mr. 
Lockhart informs us ; and he tells a story of a party of 
young men over their wine, one of whom, the host of tJia 
occasion, changed his seat uneasily, that he might avoid 
the sight of " a confounded hand" writing at an opposite 
window. " Ever since we sat down 1 have been watching 
it," he said. " It never stops ; page after page is finished 
aud thrown on that heap of MS,, and dtiU it goes on ; and 
so it will be till candlea are brought in, and God knows 
how long after that. It is the same every night I can't 
bear the sight of it when I'm not at my books." This 
was Scott's hand, visible at the back window of his house 
in North Castle Street, Edinburgh. And through aU 
those long bright auonner nights, the longest and sweetest 
in the year, he sat, never raising his head, with that crowd 
of new-created beings looming and going around him — 
Vich Ian Vohr in his orchlight hall, and Flora shrouding 
her high-bred beaut- in her Highland plaid, and Evan 
Dhu, and all the can; and the grotesque and generous 
presence of the Bt^n ; and poor Prince Charlie, whom no 
Scotsman names^thout a certain pang ; and all the tragic 
gaiety in the t4 halls at Holyrood. No need to pause 
as the swift s<>°^3 flew on, succeeding each other. Where, 
ainid all the'^alysis in which we delight now-a-days, and 
all our ati'i^ "f character, shall we find anything that 
ataada ow ^ ^'^^^ breadth of life ? Scott is so fer like 
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Siiakapeare that we take him with us into history, and 
never know how much of our knowledge and our imprea- 
siona is due to hie genius, and how much to ascertained 
fact. And the effect upon his eontempovaries was greater 
than any sensation that had been previously received from 
literature. Such fiction itself was a new thing. Since 
Eichardson and Fielding there had been no work of this 
kind which men and women alike would care to read — 
if, indeed, men can ever have been said sincerely and 
generally to care for Eichardson, or women for Fielding. 
Scott took in all and united them. He was manly, and 
he was pure. He gave no undue importance to sentiment, 
but he honoured honest love and the domestic affections. 
And while he was incapable of eclipsing the reasonable 
world with the shadow of Sport as some modern novelists, 
do, he was as willing to spear a salmon or hunt an otter' 
in literature as in life. 

But the great thing Scott did was to unfold a new 
country, a new world to his contemporaries. We our- 
^Ives, calm in all the unconscious gain which hia exist- 
ence and work has added to the general inheritance, cail 
scarcely realise to ourselves what it would be to Scotland 
to sweep Scott out of her. It is a thing, thank Heaven, 
which no calamity can do ; but if it could be done, what 
an impoverislied country would be left behind ! This has 
been one of the unhappy particulars in the fate of Ireland, 
with whicli misgovernnient has had nothing to do. She 
has had no Bums and no Scott, Her beautiful scenery 
has never been populated with noble and gentle human 
beings claiming the interest of the world. Her genius 
has wasted itself in wild verses, in the records of wild 
pranks aud jokes. No great magician has made her shores 
familiar, not to Englishmen only, but to mankind; no 
poet of the highest order has sung her cabins and her 
fields. If the genius was there, it has been wasted, and 
YOL. IL I 
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never come to fruit. Miss Edgeworth, it is true, made a 
beginning of this noblest of all works, and seemed for a 
moment likely to open a way by which the Irish heart 
might have been known ; but she was not strong enough 
for the mission, and was soon led away from it to the 
moralities of the schoolroom and the complications of 
fashionable life. When Scott found his neglected manu- 
script in the drawer of the cabinet where he was seeking 
Ilia fishing-tackle, Scotland was less interesting than Ire- 
land to the general mind, and equally unknown. The 
ordinary Englishman's idea of tlie Scot had scarcely 
changed since the time when the first Stuart came to the 
throne, and his beggarly and grasping followers became 
the proverb of the ignorant but wealthy Southern, who 
saw in them nothing but a race of harpies and parasites. 
Such was the idea which Johnson entertained and ex- 
pressed with a vigour which no courtesy veiled. Jokes 
about a supposed national disease (which are not quite 
extirpated yet, since nasty things of all descriptions are 
the slowest things to die), and sneers concerning the in- 
alienable caution and craft, thrift and penury of the race, 
were all that was ever heard of the people : and the 
country was less known than America, or even Japan, is 
now. Macpberson in Ossian (false or trae, the cause of 
so many controversies) had given a wild fictitious picture 
of unearthly wastes and mists, cloudy mountains and cruel 
seas, all melancholy, tragic, monstrous, and incomprehen- 
sible, in which the French and other foreign critics found 
a sentiment thoroughly appropriate to the mystic North, 
hut which the English mind with much unanimity rejected 
BS entirely out of its range, and not much worth investi- 
gating. AiVben Burns raised his voice from the heart of 
this unknown land, there had been a thrill of excited 
attention and wonder ; but Burns was so great a prodigy 
_jn every way, and everything about him was so beyond 
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expectation, that his nationality added only a surprise the 
more to the standing wonder of his exiaence at alL Ajji 
that existence was so brief that the public mind had 
scarcely time to get over the shock of his appearance in 
his ploughman guise and peasant language, compelling its 
attention, and to inquire what manner of race it was 
which produced such a miracle, when the wonderful 
nistic disappeared and all was still again. "When Scott, 
in his turn, presented himself with the fine ballad strain 
of his poems, bringing back the moss-trooper and the 
Border knight, the old picturesque cliivalrous court of the 
Jameses, generous romantic monarclis of a land of romance, 
the glowing tartans and tn^ic passion, not wholly above 
melodrama, of the Highland chieftains, the imagination of 
the tourist began to be fired- — -if, indeed, that modern 
development of man was not created altogether hy this 
new revelation : but still the revelation was very partiaL 
When, however, the first novel of the Waverhy series came 
into the world, the curtain rose, as in a theatre, upon 
Scotland, no longer a rugged North, a conventional country 
known by certain moi-al (or immoral) qualities, but for the 
moment the most distinct and clearly-evident of all the 
quarters of the earth, the chosen land of all that was 
humorous and all that was pathetic, full of an unsuspected 
and inexliaustible variety of character and wealth of 
emotion. The veil was drawn from her face, not only to 
other nations, but even to her own astonished and de- 
lighted inhabitants, who had hitherto despised or derided ' 
the Highland caterans, but now beheld silently with 
amazed eyes the real features of their uncomprehended 
countrymen, just as England and the more distant world 
awoke to know the " land of the mountain and the flood." 
We can understand but dimly at this distance, we 
who have been brought up upon Waverhy and scarcely 
can remember when we first mado acquaintance with 



TuUy veolttn and the Higliland stronghold among the hilla, 
any mere than we can reineinber when we lirst aet foot in 
Proapero'a enchanted island— —it ia with diffieulty that we 
can realiae the first magical efl'eet. The book was read 
everywhere by all kinds of people ; it flew from hand to 
hand, and was diseussed and talked over as if it had been 
the personal concern of thousands of readers, " Opinion!" 
said Lord Holland, when asked hia opinion of the new 
bookj — ^"none of us went to bed all night, and nothing 
slept but ray gout." The verdict was the same in much 
less lofty regions, wherever a copy could be laid hold of. 
Rich and poor were as one in the wonderful unanimous 
commotion. The success of Wavcrley was as great and 
as sudden as that of tlie Lay, and far more true. Indeed, 
one can scarcely help thinking that it was soma uncon- 
scious prescience of this which was coming, and which 
deserved all fame, that made the public receive those 
tunings of the minstrel's harp and preludes of his real 
song so cordially. There were one or two dissentient 
critics^his own Quarterly, the Tory organ which he had 
helped to originate, being the chief. This periodicai, still 
in the hands of the captious and bilious Gifford, objected 
to the use of the Scotch as " a dark dialect of Anglified 
Erse," unworthy of ears polite. But this httle malignant 
voice had no influence on the universal enthusiasm. Onee 
more Scott's noble clear-headedness, his breadth of honest 
life, the light and warmth which filled his narrative, 
opened him a way of access to all hearts. These were 
not the highest qualities of his genius, but they were the 
qualities which interpreted his higher imagination to the 
eonuuon souh He announced no lofty aim, professed no 
purpose of teaching^-yet at a stroke aet before the wodd 
the most perfect picture of a state of society which was 
passing, or had passed away ; accoimted for it, justitied it, 
made it glorious^ — yet at the same moment proved the 
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impossibility of continuance in the system to whicli hd 
could not but look back with tender rej^ret: and with a 
fine candour and honest historical perception which was 
in advance of his own convictions, showed the cnimbling 
foundations of the changed rule and the inevitable triumph 
of new lords and new laws to be both necessary and just 
Even this valuable historical revelation was, however, but 
a secondary matter in comparison with the glow of charac- 
ter and human life which illuminated his country under 
Ilia hand. We have learned now-a-days to be very shy of 
history in the form of tales. But the art was new in 
those days, and all its details were as fresh and picturesque 
as the story itself was moving and animated. With hia 
usual modesty, Scott caused it to be represented to Miss 
Edgeworth that the first suggestion of his work had been 
taken from the excellence of hers. Thus, too, according 
to his own accoimt, William Taylor made him a poet, and 
tliat pompous provincial accepted the idea with an evident 
feeling tliat it might very well be so. And Miss Edge- 
worth made him a novelist: but bhe more subtle Irish- 
woman did not take the graceful compliment au pud de 
la lettre, nor was it necessary. 

And pouring into the world after Waverley came the 
fiood of its successors, all instinct with kindred life, 
proving that no adventitious help of historical excitement 
was wanted, hut that the humblest incidents of common 
life were enough to furnish at once drama and interest. 
The cottage of the Mucklebackits, with its simple tragedy, 
is brought as close to us as the rude hall of the Highland 
chieftain, and goes even more warmly to our hearts. 
Scott sets it before us as if he had been studying fisher- 
men and their ways all his life. His sympathy enters 
into everything. The rustic dalliance on one hand, and 
on the otJier that sorrow of the poor winch has to be put 
aside for the necessities of ordinary life, are all open to 
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his sympathetic eye ; and with the touch as of a magician's 
wand he conjures all coarseness out ot the one, and 
teaches us ki feel for the petulance of grief resti^ained — 
the passion of sorrow which takes the form of irritation 
— in the other. As the brilliant series flowed on, it waa 
as if each new study was the author's masterpiece ; and 
80 powerful was his touch, and so wonderful the stream 
of illumination which moved with him wherever he 
moved, that even the conventional and threadbare story 
of the lost child and his recovery, aa a romantic heir and 
hero, — a story upon which all kinds of changes have been 
rung, — became in his hand new again. Meg Merrilees, 
it must be owned, is melodramatic in the highest degree, 
bat we defy the most cold-blooded reader to follow with- 
out excitement the story of those strange events which 
make Captain Brown into Henry Eerfcram of Ellangowan; 
the thi'ead of mystery, for which otherwise we should care 
little, ia spun through and through such a varied and 
lifelike web of character and incident, that neither Scot- 
land nor we could afford to lose it Dandie Dinmout 
(for example) and all his wild pastoral world, the mild 
and wise gudewife, the generous simple liberality, the 
shrewdness, not without a touch of guile, and all the 
relationships of that fresh open-air existence, servants and 
masters, and litigious neighbours, who would like nothing 
better than to settle their disputes with singlestick or 
broadsword, " if your honour thinks it wadna be against 
the law :" but would not raise the rent upon each other, 
or step in between their honest enemy and his natural 
advantage— is such a piece of large and sun-bright crea- 
tion as could have reached us in no other way. " The 
Sliirra" had noted them all, without knowing, as he went 
aaid came through the forest, and by alt the moorland 
ways on Teviot and on Tweed. He saw Meg Merrileea, 
too, no doubt, some day by the wayside as he rode by. 
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His friendly eye saw everything involuntarily, without 
intention — whence all the I'reedom and apoutaneous life. 
" I am a bad hand," he says, " at depictiug a hero properly 
so called, and have an unfortunate propensity for the 
dubious characters of borderers, buccaneers. Highland 
robbers, and all others of a Kobin Hood description. I 
do not know why this should be, as I am myself, like 
Hamlet, mdiflerent honest, but I suppose the blood of 
the old cattle- drivers of Teviotdale continues to stir in 
my veins." This is a subject of reproach against him by 
some feeble-minded critics — as if we should find fault 
with Shakespeare for liis Claudios and Bertrams. It was 
only in our own day that another man of genius boldly 
put forth the doctrine of a novel without a hero, anticipat- 
ing criticism by owning the difficulty of embodying the 
ideal, so as to satisfy our poetic principles, yet keep our 
interest. Scott did not succeed in this : hia Waverley, 
his Bertram, Ms Henry Morton, are but very ordinary 
young fellows. But who else has done better ? the 
jtune premier is of all inventions the most hard to man- 
age — infinitely more so than the heroine, who, by riglit 
of her womanhood, may possess all the superlative qualities 
and yet have enough tiesh and blood to keep a hold upon 
our sympathies. A pretty pair of lovers are a necessity 
universally acknowledged ; but so long as they are pretty 
and spirited and generous, what do we want more ? 
Borneo himself is little more than a gallant shadow. 
Orlando a long-limbed and picturesque impersonation of 
youth, not worthy to tie the shoes of that sweetest of 
all visionary maidens — the wise, the tender, the playfid, 
the capricious, the impassioned Rosalind. We may 
frankly acknowledge, without any detriment to Scott'B 
reputation, this incapacity, which he shares with the 



THE IJTEHART HISTORY OT [chap. III. 

thnsiasm with which his romances were received, without 
easting a glance in passing at the revulsion of sentimenti 
which his great countryman Thomas Carlyle was the first 
to h^u, and which has been echoed not only by Carlyle's 
disciples but by the followers of that new school of 
analytical fiction whicli reigns at present in England, 
Carlyle's indictment against the author of Wamrhy has 
several counts, the greatest of which are — first, that he 
had no message to deliver—" wished not the world to 
elevate itself, to amend itself, to do this or to do that, 
except simply pay him for the books he kept writing," 
which we think ia an entirely ungenerous and uncalled- 
for accusation, especially as it is repeated from sentence 
to sentence, as if money had been for ever in the thoughts 
of one of the most liberal and generous of men ; and 
second, that he did not create, hut " deceptively enacted, 
as a good player might," the characters he invented, 
making them " look and talk like what they give them- 
selves out for ; but fushioning them from tlie skin inwartis, 
never getting nearer the lieart of them." " The one set," 
Mr. Carlyle says, meaning the creations of Sliakespeare, 
" become living men and women ; the other amount to 
little more than mechanical cases, deceptively painted 
automatons." "Not profitable for doctrine, for reproof, 
for edification, for building up or elevating in any shape!" 
he adds afterwaifls of these works, which, as we have en- 
deavoured to point out, opened up Scotland to all the 
nations of the universe, and made her national character 
and faith, her liumour, her passion, her daily life, visible 
to all men. Such a deliverance comes badly from any 
Scotsman ; for it is impossible to us to conceive any 
such impoverishment of our country as that which would 
result could Scott and his creations be swept away from 
her, and could her Lowland plains and Highland hilla 
relapse into the mists that covei'ed them before WaverUy 



was. If it is unelevating and uuimproviiig to fill a 
country with a visionary population, rich in every natural 
quality, with all the accidents and misadventures — all 
the" tragic troubles aud evanescent joys — of life, and not 
one debasing image, not one impure suggestion, not one 
setting up of the evil over the good in the v^hole range, 
then Scott was unelevating and unimproving ;Vnd if it 
is possible to embody absolute and supreme truth in the 
homeliest guise with all the effect of an actual history, 
and to place a simple peasant woman by the side of the 
Unas and Mirandas, in sheer potency of veracity and love 
— without virtue and without genius, then let us acknow- 
ledge that Scott's motives were mean and his power 
superficial. It is to ourselves impossible to conceive how 
the career of Wilhelm Meister, through all the intrigues 
aud fictitious loves of a theatrical company, can be sup- 
posed elevating, while the story of Jeanie Deans is set 
down as mechanicaL Mr. Carlyle is' a great writer, and 
we are rash to venture to defy ao great a champion — 
perhaps even there is something of the coward in striking 
upon the shield of one who has withdrawn from the field 
of battle : yet the greatest are but human. Scott chose 
for his ground of action the moment'when the old Scot- 
land and the new were as yet struggling for the mastery. 
Whether he consciously set before himself the object of 
proving once for all that his own side had lost the day, 
and how it had lost the day, we cannot tell, — or whether 
be intended from the beginning to show the subtle self- 
seeking which made the insurrection of the clans less 
noble, aud the factious force of personal dislikes aud 
femily feuds that made it futile. But that he did so 

This was written before the death of Carlyle ; it is bettor thnt i I 

jfiioold remain as written, to show at least that the writer did cot ehrink 

iring his lifstime from an unwavering opposition on this point to the 

Jndgraent of a master venerateii and beloved. 
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there can be no doubt Vich Ian Vohr was more t|iao 
the last of the Highland feudal princes; he was at the 
same time the arabitioEs political plotter, whose aim was 
rendered hopeless by the very craft with which he pup- 
Bue<l it ; and no historiun had ever proved till Scott did 
how the cause of the Stuarts fell to pieces, how the old 
world (which he loved) came to decay, bow all the ele- 
ments of life and hope were ranged on the other side. 
He did this in spite of his sympathies and his principles, 
and in the very act of throwing the light of poetry and 
romance over the fallen cause, and attracting to it men's 
sympathies and charities as they had mrely been attracted 
before. For literature, save that of ballad and popular 
song, had never been on the Jacobite side. If history is 
a noble and dignified branch of literature, this poetical 
rendering of it, which was far more attractive, far more 
vivid than Hume's or Robertson's, can scarcely be stig- 
matised as containing no elevating or improving power, 

And if it is not a bettering influence to show the 
callous or the indifferent how the hearts of their humbler 
neighbours can be wrung, and to prove that more true 
and generous tlian king or kaiser may be a gillie on the 
hill or a miikmaiden in the cottage, we wonder what 
ia so. This, too, was Scott's work, whether it was his 
conscious aim or not. . His aim was to tell the manifold 
story in which he delighted, of big countrymen and kin; 
he did this orally to all the strangers and pilgrims th^ 
intruded upon his leisure and disturbed his rest, but to 
whom he could not {by stress of nature) be anything but 
courteous, cordial, and kind. All day long these stories 
were flowing from his lips with a genial delight in the 
humours they contained. When put in writing they 
required a laiger framework, a certain mechanism of 
romance, in which perhaps he was feeble occasionally, as 
all the greatest have been {so far as plots go, Mr Wilkie 
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Collins is a greater artist than Sliakspeare and Scott put 
together) ; but the impulse was the same. There are 
gi-eater artists, who delight in allowing how every good 
action has some alloy of selfish motive, and every huiiaa 
creature an unwortliy side. Is that more noble or more 
elevating than to ojjen the door of a turf hut and show 
the deepest human emotions, the most princely generosity, 
the noblest affections, there ? Scott waa an aristocrat 
born ; he loved the notice of princes, the fellowship of 
dukes. He was so weak as to wish, above all things, to 
leave his children well off and well endowed, " to establish 
a family," as people say. He loved the feudal rule, the 
supremacy of the gentleman, the superiority of race. He 
was an Edinbui'gh advocate, a member of a conventional 
society, very racy and strong, but eminently individual, 
and with the most marked character and limits. AVhat 
■was it then that made him conceive in homeliest sim- 
plicity euch a being as that of Jeanie Deaus, and aet 
her above all the prettinesses of sentiment, by the side, 
as we liave said, of the Unas and Mirandas ? Was any 
one aware of the very existence of such a home and such 
au atmosphere as that which made her heavenly virtue 
poeaible, before Walter Scott buiit the gray walls, and led 
the mild and balmy breathing kine into the byre at SL 
Leonard's ? Perhaps he had seen in his boyish days, aa 
he scrambled up Arthur's Seat with his friend and hia 
book, the old man sitting by the door, his " iyart baffita 
wearing thin and bare," and heard his slow talk ; perhaps 
even watched hia daughter, simple and kind, looking over 
the little paling, shading her eyes from the slant rays of 
the westering sun in the long summer nighta, looking out 
for some lingering home-comer — poor Effie or other 
wanderer ;- — -and years al'ter, wlieu he looked for them, 
fuund these types of the old peasant-patriarch and the 
tfipder simple woman again. But even with these in his 
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mind, what would auy commoQer soul have made of it ? 
Victor Hugo's Sister SimpHce, — she who was the im- 
personation of truth, — lied when the momeot of trial 
came to save the fugitive, and was blessed and applauded 
for the deed. But noble Jeanie, in her Scotch severity 
and purity and infinite tenderness, was incapable of this. 
She could have died easily, but to lie she could not. 
What we should have said of her if she had not been 
capable of doiug more, — if she had not had the fortitude 
and the spirit to break through all her habits and modest 
fears, and win by fair means what she could not attain 
by foul, — it is difficult to say. Should we have foi^ven 
Jeanie if Effie had died ? But, anyhow, the best that 
Art has made of such a situation in other hands is down- 
fall ; the impersonation of virtue has always abandoned 
her austere career. As soon as the claims of generosity, 
of mercy, came in, Truth herself has stained her white 
garments, and the lie has been justified by being called 
heroic. Only to Scott, who, thus stabbed in the house 
of his friends, has been accused of having no nohle 
object, no thought of anything but money in hia pro- 
ductions, — only to Scott was the higher grace revealed. 
His kind and simple maiden would have sacrificed even 
her convictions if she could. But she was incapable of 
the falsehood. The reader who can stand by, so to speak, 
in tlie breathless court, and see all the crowd, eager 
counsel, rapt spectators, even the Judge upon the bench, 
waiting to hear the so-excusable fiction, the lie which 
would have been more tlian bkmeless, which would have 
been heroic^and refused to be moved, is a being bejond 
our comprehension ; and how our great couutryman 
Carlyle could have forgotten Jeanie is also beyond our 
understanding. No poet of his period so elevated, so 
consecrated the truth. Wordsworth's old man on the 
moor, who used a manner of speech " such as grave livers 



do in Scotland use," might claim a certain kindred with 
douce Davie Deaiia ; hut no one has risen to tlie height 
of Jeanie save her creator — a man so entirely without 
pretence, without sham, without any of the theatrical 
wrappings of a prophet, that even the Seer will scarcely 
allow hiin the office — which it waa his to perceive uuder 
whatsoever disguise. 

It is an entirely sophisticated and conventional artwhich 
depreciates such a picture aa this as being a study of 
peasant character, and not made among the equals of the 
author, the more heroic and cultured class, to which it is 
courtesy to suppose every great writer must belong. The 
peasant has always a certain advantage over those who 
are hound by the limits of the conventional, and have to 
hide their own souls and impulses more Scrapuloualy than 
is necessary on the other level. Otherwise it is not leas 
hut more difficult to embody the highest ideal virtue in 
a homely exterior. The old censors of art demanded 
beauty and ideal grace from all that was highest in moral 
excellence ; and it was one of the special features in the 
literary reformation of which we have been treating, that 
the favourites of poetic art now, and only now, began to 
be found in the huts where poor men lie. A beggar 
maid of matchless beauty had, indeed, always been a 
■well-known figure in poetry, and one of the chosen 
heroines of the eighteenth century, that special age of tbe 
correct, had been the virtuous and well-conducted Pamela 
— that pure and prudent maid who came from her humble 
home to seek advancement, and was so admirably repaid 
for her virtue. But Scott's humble heroine had more 
disadvantages than that of her humble condition. " Had 
this story heen conducted by a common hand," says a 
judicious coiTcspondent, quoted in Loekhart'a Life, of 
Scott, " Effie would have attracted all our concern and 
sympathy - — Jeanie only cold approbation ; whereas 
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Jeanie, without youth, beauty, genius, wann passions, oc 
any other novel-perfection, is hera our object from be- 
ginning to end." Nothing can be more curious, indeed, 
tbau the turn thus given by Scott to wliat might other- 
wise have been the most ordinary story of asductiou and 
betrayal. Fiction great and small abounds in such tales 
— the pretty, vain, foolish girl gone asti-ay, the " villain" 
who deceives her, the father and sister overwhelmed with 
shame. Put to it but the usnal moral conclusion, the 
only one possible to the sentimentalist, the "only art" 
which the lovely woman who has stooped to folly can 
Hnd her guilt to cover, — and the moralist has no mora 
threadbare subject. 

But Scott liad a very different inspiration. His 
achievement is even greater in its way than that by whici?*' 
Shakspeare produced tlie spotless and lovely Isabella, the 
emblem of wise and noble purity in the midat of the 
deepest shame of evil living ; for Isabella is as fair as she 
is pure, — a perfect lily-flower in the gloom of all those 
machinations with which we can scarcely endure to see 
her surrounded. But Jeanie is not lovely even in her 
excellence, her truth, and infinite tender affection. With 
the highest poetry of self-devotion in her, she is yet a 
piece of actual fact, real as the landscape in which she is 
enclosed, as her kine that browse upon the kindly slopes 
— yet a creature of the most heroic type, absolutely pure, 
absolutely truthful, full of a tenderness, forbearance, and 
long-suffering beyond the power of man, willing to die 
rather than to lie, but resolute that the truth her nature 
has forced her to respect shall not be used for harm if her 
very life can prevent it And this flower of humanity 
expands and blooms out ita slow sweet blossom, opening 
before our eyes without one momentary departure from 
the homely guise, the homely language, even the matter- 
of-fact channel in whicli lier thoughts run by nature. 
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She ia never made anything diEferent from what the 
daughter of David Deans, cowfeeder in St. Leonard's, 
should be. In all her many adventures she is always the 
same simple, straightforward, untiring one-idead woman 
— simple, but strong not weak in her simplicity, resisting 
all unnecessary explanations with a decision and firmness 
at which the clever, hold, unscrupulous vDlain of the piece 
stands aghast. He has not the courage to keep his secret, 
— he who has the courage to break hearts and prisons ; 
but Jeanie has the courage. There is not one scene in 
which this high valour of the heart or her absolute sin- 
cerity fails her; nor is there one in which she departs 
ever so little from the lowliness of her beginning. She is 
as little daunt«J by the Duke or the Queen as she is by 
the other difficulties which she meets and surmounts with 
that tremulous calm of self-control which belongs to nerves 
highly strung ; nay, she has even a certain modest pleasure 
in the society of these potentates, her simple soul meeting 
them with awe, yet with absolute frankness, making no 
commonplace attempts at self-assertion. In this particular 
her humbleness is her strength, and the beautiful unison 
of a soul so firm and true with the circumstances and 
habits of a lowly class, brings out all Jeanie's virtues in 
a clear light of sober independence. Neither her dangers 
nor the fame and success she has won make for a moment 
that effect upon her wiiich such experiences would natur- 
ally have upon the temperament to which a desire of 
bettering itself is the chief of human motives. That 
desire has been the parent of fine deeds, but the mere 
suggestion of it would have desecrated Jeanie. With a 
higher and nobler art, the poet has secured her against 
this danger by her very humility. A poor gentlewoman 
in the same conditions might have hankered fatally after 
sucial elevation, but not so David Deans's daughter. 
After all, though tliis climax of her existence is so extra- 
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ordinary, it is liut a little interval in her life, not eaougli 
to upset the sweeter balance of her nature, or whisper into 
her sound bruin any extravagance of novel wishes. The 
accidental and temporary pass away, the perennial and 
natural remain. Jeanie ia greater than rauk or gain could 
make her in the noble simplicity of her nature: and the 
elevation which is the natural reward of virtue in every 
fairy tale would be puerile and unworthy of her. The 
pretty Perdita becomes a princess by everj' rule of ro- 
mance, even when she ia not a king's daughter to begin 
with ; but Jeanie is above any auch primitive recompense 
of virtue. She ia herself always, which ia greater thau 
any princess ; and there never was a more exquisite touch 
than that in which, after her outburst of poetic and path- 
etic eloquence to the Queen, the very overflowing of her 
earnest and anxious heart, she sinks serene into herself 
when the crisis ia over, and contemplates Richmond Hill 
as "Lraw rich feeding for the cows," the inuocent dumb 
friends of her unchanging soul. This is the true modera- 
tion of genius. An inferior workman would have kept 
Jeanie up at the poetic pitch, and lost her in an attempt 
to prove the elevating influence of high emotion. Scott 
knew better ; hia humble maiden of the fields never ceases 
for a moment to he the best and highest thing she could 
be made — herself. 

And how lifelike and tnie are all the accessories— 
groteaque Dumbiedykes, with a touch of pathos in hia 
imploring appeal to " Jeanie, woman !" and the bustling 
snuff merchant in Loudon, and the genial patriotic Duke, 
who speaks like Scott himself, and remiuds us of liim. 
Just so would the Sheriff have helped hia humble country- 
woman, had his been the office, and brought her to speech 
of hia patroness, and given to the natural eloquence of the 
heart its fit opportunity. Madge Wildfire and her fan- 
ktaatic group interpose an alien note, but they are of the 
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nature of conventional and necessary impedimenta, without 
which no novel coiild come into being. And who but 
Scott had ever dreamt of setting before the world such a 
patriarch as David Deans, with his slow discouraings, hia 
drone of far-off spiritual experience, hia dogmatism, and 
the yearning agony of paternal tenderness with which he 
sat speechless waiting to know whether his daughter would 
have the strength to save her sister by a falsehood, though 
nothing on earth would have made him counsel it? All 
this is of a strain of simple nature and emotion which we 
are fain to think above and not below the long-drawn 
investigations of the analyst who takes humanity to pieces 
to let us see how its mechanism works. And few historical 
scenes have ever been put on any canvas like that rapid 
picture of the Edinburgh mob, in its sudden passion of 
wrath and vengeance, lit up by the red glare of fire and 
torch, hanging its victim with a determined judicial gravity 
and calm, then disperBing aa it came together in mystery 
and silence, untraced and unknown. The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian is not a perfect book. The scenes among the 
thieves and the apparition of Madge Wildfire are, like the 
similar scenes in Guy Mannering, far-fetched and melo- 
dramatic ; and the latter part of the book, after Jeanie's 
marriage, ia cumbrous and unnecessary. But, with all 
its faults, we know not where to find another worthy to 
be placed beside it; nowhere a more life-like historical 
scene, or better representation of the old city which has 
changed so entirely, the old characteristic, stern, and high- 
handed mob ; nor, what is of still greater importance, do 
we know anywhere a heart or a mission Hke those of 
Jeanie, ao free from all alloy, so altogether natural yet 
ideal, so simple and spotless, so unspeakably true. Walter 
Scott, with all his traditions, — a born aristocrat, a son of 
the old regime, a Jacobite, a lawyer, and a man of worldly 
wisdom, — was as far apart as could be conceived from 
vor. II. K 



the cowfeeder's dangliter, the rnstic milkmaiden. Whig, 

Cameronian, plebeian. No natural sympathy connected 
these two, except the sympathy of geniu3 with everything 
that is highest and purest ; wlience was it, then, that the 
man whose every thought waa so different divined this 
noble silent soul, hy far the finest Image of unblemished 
truth and rirtue that his generation had so much as 
dreamed of ? Who can tell ? The secret was between 
him and Heaven. And if this was not creation, then we 
are incapable even of comprehending what poetic ci-eatioa 
means. 
•^ We take the ReaH of Mid-Lothian as one of the best 
types of Scott's work. It has the characteristic defects of 
machinery which perhaps haste, and perhaps a certain con- 
tempt for the accessories of an art which he had, so to 
speak, picked up accidentally, and neither studied nor been 
trained in, betrayed him into. But it has the finest and 
most complete ideal of any of hia books, and its secoudary 
characters give a sufBcieutly just idea of the wealth of 
variety and life which was in him — though in this par- 
ticular several of his other works, such as Waverley, Rob 
Boy, and the Anlirpiary, are perhaps superior. In all of 
these there are the same drawbacks of an unwilUng and 
melodramatic mystery which he evidently considered to 
be needed for the interest of the tale, — in one Meg Mem- 
lees, in another Madge Wildfire, in the third the fictitious 
woe and tragedy of the Glenallans. These give occasion 
for picturesque scenes, and excite the nund of the primi- 
tive and unsophisticated reader ; but the critic regrets the 
supposed necessity for their existence, and the Glossins 
and Birk Hatteraicks are a sad interruption to our un- 
miugled enjoyment of Dandie Dinmont, and even of Jock 
Jabos. This weakness disajjpears more or less whenever 
Scott has a historical centre from which to work, and 
which furnishes the necessary tragic elements. It has no 
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place in Waverley, Old Mortality, or any of the apt 
historical works. So far as this goes, however, Scott can- 
not be defended from the charge of carelessness. In fact, 
he did not care for such secondary matters ; he gave up 
even his heroes to the critical knife with scarcely a sigh. 
Waverley he allowed to he " a sneaking piece of imbe- 
cility." He was not carefnl, like a good workman, of all 
his proportions, but did what he was modestly aware he 
could do con atnore, and left the rest to fate. Laborious 
workman as he was,^ — and nothing perhaps has more de- 
tracted from Scott's merits among those who look upon 
the pains of production as necessary, and a total derange- 
ment of stomach and Hver as becoming adjuncts to a 
poetic career, than his healthy and straightforward work, 
—he yet had so much of the caprice of a creator as to 
divide his care very unequally, bestowing liis full attention 
where he fcH it to be most effective, and hurrying over 
with half contemptuous commonplace the portions which 
he no doubt supposed were to satisfy the commonplace 
portion of his audience. In one part, accordingly, the 
picture is set forth with the most affectionate particularity; 
in another, though bis eye for picturesque effects was so 
keen that he could not miss them, it is dashed upon the 
careless page with a conviction that only the easily satis- 
fied will linger upon it, and that for them no special 
trouble was necessary : a method which certainly does 
not come up to the requirements of the modem " con- 
Bcientioua" standard. 

From 1814 to 1825 Scott was at the height of a 
glorious and prosperous career. The Zord of the Isles had 
been a, disappointment, but he had shaken off the 
momentary fret with all the more ease that Waverley by 
this time had moved the world to enthusiasm and he 
had fairly entered upon hia new path. After this all 
seemed to go well with liim. Curing these crowning 



yeara of his lifu and genius he wrote book after book, 
one more warmly received, more enthusiastically admired, 
th'an another. He bought land, laying field to field ; he 
built and ornameuted, and dressed out to hi* heart's 
desire with every nick-nack he could think of, the house 
of Abbotsford ; he was f6ted and made much of where- 
ever he wpnt, princes and poets conspiring which would 
do him the greatest honour ; he became a baronet ; a 
stream of jjerpetual worshippers flowed from all the 
comera of the earth to his house. Never was there a 
more prosperous, wealthy, and joyful career, so far as the 
world was aware. That all the time below this he was 
struggling to bolster up a fictitious business, to pay 
accommodation bills, to meet the continually recurring 
crises of commercial difficulty, nobody kuew except tlie 
booksellers, with whom he was inextricably involved, the 
extraordinary happy-go-lucky firm of the Ballantynes, 
and the almost equally rash ajid more high-banded 
Constable. The system of btiainess carried on by the 
two brothers of the printing oflice seems incredible ; and 
that anything so wQd could have existed witli an out- 
ward aspect of success for years is unaccountable. One 
partner correcting proofs in a snug room apart, while the 
printing house swung on in space as fortune pleased, the 
other meeting every new demand with a new bill, — only 
a farce could do justice to this most tr^e career, which 
involved despair and suffering unspeakable to the one 
nobly honest and honourable workman who stood among 
them maintaining all with his right hand. That Scott 
should lia\'e allowed such a system to go on is another of 
the points in the matter which is beyond explanation ; 
but it is very evident that he did so, and though he was 
himself fully conscious of the tenible drain upon him, no 
one else was, and his purchases and expenditure seemed 
to the outside world reasonable and natural enough. 




They were, so far as we can see, perfectly reasonable, ] 
there not been that private drain behind, that miserable 
mystery of the undisclosed partnership ; and everybody 
concerned seems to have had an extraordinary power of 
putting this out of sight, concealing the inevitable aa it 
ripened towards destruction, and living as if it were not 
perfectly certain that sooner or later an end must come. 

Before this end came, however, we repeat, gcott had 
not only a most full and animated, but a happy life. 
Though there are times in which the soul is ready to say 
with Francesca that the recollection of happiness is the 
greatest o£ woes, yet on the other hand the mind demands, 
during our earthly career — -between the early struggles of 
the beginning and the unfailing sorrows of age — that a 
man should have his day. It is a demand we make both 
for ourselves and others with the strenuous force of 
almost indignation. So long as that has been, humanity, 
no way over-estimating its own sad chances, acquiesces 
with a sombre content in the clouds and darkness which 
come after. And Sir Walter (as he now was) had his 
day. He got the desire of his heart. He was happy in 
his life, in his surroundings, in his children, in the home 
he loved. "Whj his desire for that home, which he 
would so fain have left to his son, and his son's son after 
him, should have been made the subject of invariable 
censure, we confess we are unable to divine. He would 
rather have been a Scotch laird than the author of 
Waveu'ley, people say, never thinking that one of his 
great charms as a man was his noble modesty about this 
authorship of Wawrhy, his genial and gentle way of 
ignoring his own greatness and setting every humble 
scribbler at his ease. He, if the world would but admit 
it, was always Walter Scott to himself, and not the 
author of Waverhy. He was a man, a kindly Scot, the 
father of young Walter, the son of a race every man of 
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which would have had a footing on Tweedside if he 
could, rather tlian any other advaucement He was the 
moat liberal, hospitable, princely of men. He liked to 
keep open house, to shed bmiiity all around him ; re- 
ceiving waa little m hia way, hut giving much. Even 
had he stood upon his genius more than it was in liim 
to do, he was of a nature which revolted at patronage, 
which coqld never with pleasure have played the lion in 
-great men's houses, or sustained the bestowal of those 
flatteries which, like all alms, are more or less humiliat- 
ing. If the world chose to stare and applaud, let it 
come then to his never closed door and pay its homage if 
it would. The. Sheriff, the laird, the kindly master of the 
Boil, could there shake off all exafl;gerations, and make the 
flatterers, if any good were in them, honest friends with- 
out wounding their pride by a harsh refusal of their 
worship. And leave it to his children after him — who 
does not wish to do so ? It is the most natural, and, 
whenever it succeeds, the most laudable of desires. "Why 
Sir Walter should have been upbraided with Ida Abbota- 
ford we have never been able to divine. WTiat he waa 
really to be reproached with was that secret partnership 
which drained away his heart's blood, which he treated 
like the fabled ostrich, thrusting his head into the sand 
that he might not see the danger. 

In his exculpation on this point it is impossible to 
say more than that there is something in the flood of 
commercial affairs which seems to carry even those to 
the manner born, away from alt their moorings; miracu- 
lous tidings-over, sudden fluctuations from loss to gain, 
hair's-breadth 'scapes which are intoxicating, and in their 
excitement seem to obliterate all sounder sense, and 
create an impression that just so, in a whirl of miracle 
and prodigies, — anxieties that are made almost attractive 
by the intense pleasure of relief,- — the adventurers ma,y 
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go on for ever and always evade the conclusion. Those 
who are thus deceived invariably find that the conclusion 
at last cannot be avoided — and so did Scutt. Yet there 
was a time when Lis life was very happy, and nobody 
suspected that the famous author whose works brought 
him to all appearance as much as he could wish for — a 
Fortunatns's purse always refilled — had any anxiety at all 
to cloud hia career and remind him that his happiness 
might soon come to an end. We must add the following 
little sketch of the way in which he spent his days. It 
is somewhat personal to Loclthart, the nari-ator, and 
embraced his own experiences as well as those of the 
subject of his biography: — 

"At Ctiefswood (a cottj^ near Abbotsford) my wife and I 
spent tb.e Eummer and autumn a[ 1821, the first oi several seasojiB 
which will ever dwell in my memory as thu happiest of my life. 
"We were near enough Abbotaford to partake as often as we liked of 
ite brilliant Bociety, jet could do Bo without being exposed to the 
worry and exhauetion of spirit which the daily reception of new- 
comera entailed upon all the family except Sir Walter himself. 
But in truth even he wa£ not always proof i^ainst the annoyances 
connected with such a style of open - housekeeping. Even hia 
temper sank sometimes under the solemn applauses of leariied 
dulnesa, the vajiid raptures of painted and periwigged dowagers, the 
horse-leceh avidity with which underbred foreigners ni^ed their 
questions, and the pompons eimper of condescending magnates. 
When sore beset at home in this way he would every now and then 
discover that he had some very porticulai' business to attend to on 
an outlying part ot his estate, and, craving the indulgence of hia 
gnestfl overnight, appear at the cabin in the glen before its inhabit- 
anta were astir in the morning. The clatter of Sybil Grey's hoofs, 
the yelping of Mustard and Spice, and his own joyous ahoat of 
wrriiW under our windows, were the signal that he hod burst his 
toilfl and meant for that day to take his ' ease in his inn.' On 
deaoending he was to be found seated, with aSl his dc^s and ours 
about him, under a spreading asli tkat overshadowed half the bank 
behind the cottage and the park, pointing the edge of his wood- 
mau's axe for himself, and listening to Tom Purdie's lecture touch- 
ing the plantation that most needed thinning. After breakfast ha 
would take poeseseiDn of a dining-room upsttdre and write a ohapter 
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of the Pirale, *nd tlien, haring made op and despatched his parcel 
for Mr. Ballaut^e, t-wtj to jnin Pardie wherever the foreBtere were 
U work, and (cmetimM to labour among tliem, until it was time 
either to rejoin his own putj at Abbolsfonl or the quiet circle of 
the cottage. When his gnesto were few and friendlv, he often made 
them come over and meet him at Chielkwood in a body towards 
evening ; and earelt' he nerer appeared to more amiable advantage 
than when helpiiiii his voting people with their little arrangements 
upon such oci:asiotis. He was t^adv with all sorta of devices to 
BUpply the wanla of a narrow establishment ; he used to delight 
particnlarly in sinking the wine in a well nnder the brae ere he 
went out, and hauling up the basket just before dinner waa 
announced — this primitive process being, he said, what he had 
always practised when a young hou«ekee]ier, and in his opinion far 
superior in its results to any application of ice ; and in the same 
spirit, whenever the weather was suffidently genial, he voted for 
dining out of doors altogether, which at ouce got rid of the incon- 
venience of Tery small rooms, and made it natural and easy for the 
gentlemen to help the ladies, eo that the paucity of servants went 
for nothing." ... 

Thus Scott liYcd among the woods which were so 
dear to Mm, to which he would escape when the babble 
of adulation or the endless talk of books, that every visitor 
no doubt thought necessary conversation for the great 
author, got too much for him. If he had passed his 
days in a frenzy of composition, perhaps we should have 
thought more of him. During that summer, his son-in- 
law goes on to inform us, one of the most faithful 
friends of his life, 'William Erskine, — -a man whom Scott 
" respected, trusted, and loved, much as an affectionate 
husband does the wife who gave him her heart in her youth, 
and thinks his thoughts rather than her own in the 
evening of life," and who on liis side had " merged all 
his literary ambition, active and aspiring, at the outset " 
in Scott and his works, — was with him, specially aiding 
with his local knowledge in the locality and descriptions 
of the Pirate, which happened to be the book then on 
the stocks. This was the man who saw the first chapters 



of Waverhy and thought them dull, and dismissed them 
to that drawer in the cabinet wlieie Scott found them at 
last among his fishing tackle. But one mistake of this 
kind may be made by any man, and it does not seem to 
have lessened Scott's confidence in bis life-long friend. Aa 
he wrote, the manuscript was handed over to this tried 
and loved, though not always infallible adriser. " Sir 
Walter used to give him at breakfast the p^es he had 
written that morning ; and very commonly, while he was 
aj^ain at work in bis study, Erskine would walk over to 
Chiefswood that he might have the pleasure of reading 
them aloud to my wife and me under our favourite tree. 
... I cannot paint the pride and delight with which 
he acquitted himself on these occasions." 

Thus surrounded with people who loved him — not 
one of his workmen or retainers but was the friend of 
half a lifetime at least, — Tom Purdie, loitering about the 
plantations, being no leas devoted and faithful than 
William Erskine reading the manuscript with glistening 
eyes — Seott lived for many happy years. He turned 
no pilgrims from his doors, but entertained with his best 
every stranger that appeared, pouring forth in genial talk 
the germs of a hundred novels, never thrifty of anecdote 
or tale, — the born story-teller of his age, more debghtful 
by word of mouth than even in print. If such a gift is 
not a worthy one, then all the instincts of the race are 
at fault, and one of the chief delights of life a mistake. 
But Scott was too genuine for any pose of authorship or 
theatrical pomp of genius. His art was to conceal his 
art, and persuade if possible all bis listeners that they 
were as good as he. No doubt Shakspeare did the same ; 
and had we a detailed biography of liini, we should feel 
the absence of the fine frenzy, tlie throes and convulsions, 
■which ought to accompany the birth of poetry. Nobody 
certainly wifl find them in Scott; hut at the same time 
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ve have but to turn to the sad musings of his last years 
to feel tliat hia work and hia utterance, so seeming easy 
in tlie Hush of hfs strength and fame, were anything but 
matters of indifferent routine to him. At a moment of 
Diiaeralile anticipation, when he tlioiight nothing better 
than to be overwlielmed in the flood of pecuniary troubles, 
it is thus be contemplates his position with a sadness 
almost beyond wonls : — " Por myself, if things go badly 
in Loiidtm, the magic wand of the Unknown will be 
shivered in his grasp. He must then, faith, be termed 
the Too-wull-Known. The feast of fancy will be over 
with the feeling of independence. He will no longer 
have the delight of waking in the morning with bright 
ideas in his mind, hasten to commit them to paper, and 
count them monthly, as the means of planting such scaurs 
and purcliasing such wastes, replacing dreams of fiction 
by other prospective visions *of walks by 

'"Fountain heoda, and pathless grnvea j 
Places which pale pMBJon loves.' " 

Thus Scott separated in bis mind the happy idea of 
ftarrying out one set of dreams through another, the 
" visioned walks," by the " bright ideas," the " feast of 
fancy " from that " general knowledge that an author is 
working for bis bread," which he describes as " degrading 
him and his productions in the public eye," and reducing 
him into " the second rank of estimation." This, be 
eays, " is a bitter thought, and if tears stai-t at it let 
them flow." 

In the meantime, for eleven brilliant years the stream 
ran on. Nobody will say that the Waveriey Novels are 
equal in merit, or expect from any series that it should 
be 80. Early in Scott's career occurred the partial failure 
of the Black Dwarf, one of the least attractive of his 
liroductions; and though he made up hia lost way in 



0/d Mortality which accompanied it, yet it was a bold 
undertaking to affront, as he did in that tale, the pre- 
judices of Scotland with aueh a view of the foref'athere 
of whom the nation, even when it had ontgrown them, 
was still proud. He made what was very much a fresh 
start and new heginning in Ivo.nhoe, a book which never 
can be ranked with his highest achievements, but yet 
never, we think, can lose its gronnd as one of the most 
delightful of historical romances, donbtfnl though their 
witchery has got to be. As to this division of his work, 
however, we must remember that he was the first in the 
field, that modern historical romances were not in his 
day, or at least had not risen above the level of Tke 
Scottish Chiefs and Thaddeus of Warsaw. Nothing could 
be more pictnresque and animated than the panorama of 
brilliant and highly-coloured medJEeval hfe thus made to 
pass before ns; and in the companion romances of the 
■Betrothed and the Talisman there is a higher quality, a 
tragic element, which no true critic will undervalue. It 
is, however, upon Scott's early studies of the life of his 
own country, and what we have ventured to call his 
t«vel{ition of that country to the other nations of the 
earth, that his fame will always rest. Taken all in all, 
ho such unbroken line of worthy and often brilliant work - 
liaa been left by any other workman in this region of 
literature. They have done more to brighten the world( 
to soothe the weary, to elevate the standard of general, 
and what, if the reader pleases, we may call common- 
place excellence, than any other works of fiction the 
World has ever seen. Not a word in them all has ever 
insinuated evil or palliated dishonour. Truth so honest 
fuid so spontaneous that it is unconscious of any merit, 
^t sometimes, as in the case of Jeanie Deans, already 
'discussed, rising to such a heroic height as poetry has 
.rarely if ever attempted, is the very atmosphere in thfui. 



Auil though good sense and judgrnent could not be absent 
from the wholesome and natural man whom Walter Scott 
delighted to draw, the loftier q^ualitiea of gGnerosity aad 
chivalrous devotion were never wanting. "\Mien Evan ■ 
Dhu looks round the fatal court at Carlisle, and asks 
sternly "if the Saxon gentlemen are laughing" at his 
proposal to bring six men of the clan — himself the first 
— to die for Vich Ian Vohr, is there any heart that does 
not swell with a pang of sympathy ? Throughout these 
books, the losing cause is that to which men sttmd with 
unbounded courage ; the friend in trouble is he to whom 
they stick with kindness more sure than a brother's. 
There is no lack of the caution, the prudence, the guile, 
that has been long said to be characteristic of Scotland ; 
but even Cuddie Headrigg, the typical Scottish peasant, 
chary of trouble, and easily persuaded to his own interest, 
snatches up a gun and follows his master at the supreme 
moment, indifferent at once to danger and to Jenny. 
These are the common people of Scott's multitudinous 
creations. 

His heroes are poor creatures, not in sentiment, but 
from the inherent disadvantages of their position, and 
the difficulty which he, in common with most other poets, 
has found in giving substance to the youthful ideal ; and 
his sentiment, if always genuine, is too straightforward 
and simple to afford much groimd for the complications 
which a more sophisticated intelligence loves. Passion 
has but little to do with his themes ; when it appears, it 
is the passion of patriotism, of love for a cause rather 
than for an individual. Love is to him dutiful, tender, 
devoted, but never an over-mastering emotion for which 
the world would be well lost. When he began to write 
novels he was no longer in the sentimental period, and 
perhaps tliis has had some effect in sobering his tone ; 
l)Ut nothing which was beyond a brave man's power of 
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control was congenial to Scott'8 thoughts. Oiily in 
humour does he give full and houiiHless spope to Ma 
fancy. He has his eyes opened in ttiia way to every- 
thing that cvoasea his sphere of vision. Eccentricities of 
the vulgar type, — beings out of tune with life, creations 
eldritch and abuorma!, have httle attraction for him ; 
but all the whims and twists of tender nature, the turn 
this way or that way of the mind and fancy, the indi- 
vidual lights that throw variety upon every scene, the 
fun, the jest, the endless links of feeling and of folly, the 
entanglements of the serious and the ridiculous, the droll 
aspects which gravity itself puts on, the ludicrous pre- 
dicaments of circumstances, — these were never lost upon 
him. And no man has ever seen with more genial vision 
that mingling of noble qualities with absurd weaknesses 
which humourists lova Not like Sterne, working out 
with lingering and delicate detail every trait of character, 
and framing perfection in graceful oddities of habit, old- 
world dress and custom, and primitive sincerity, open to 
every imposition ; but rather with a luminous perception of 
every man " ganging his ain gait," and all the wonderful 
curves and diversities of path through which be does so, 
and an amused affectionate sense of the special foihlea, 
broken bits of folly and wisdom, obstinacies, prejudices, 
absurdities, wliich envelop here and there the best heart' 
and nature. Hia insight here was unbounded, for he 
knew the race he set forth in all their varieties, and had 
seen below the surface all their quips and cranks of being 
from his earliest days, being always an unconscious ob- 
server, and above all a friend and lover of his countrymen 
and humankind. 

His novels brought Scott more money than literature 
had ever brought,— money destined, as has been seen, 
with a delightful self-delusion and refinement, to "plant 
scaurs," not tu increa.^e his dignity and importiiuce and 



ft laiid of him, acconliag to the i 
«f tba Tuj^or. If it did not turn hi£ noble head to be 
thus able to win innney at liis will, itdid turn the heads 
of all connected vitb him in the business built upon the 
workings of bis br^o. The booksellers seem to have 
cousidered the fountain inexhaustible, and to have cal- 
1 as upon solid capital on his power of producing 
I the public wanted, and meeting every vagary of ita 
e sad favour. Never was there such a romance of 
tde as that which these dazzled and intoxicated men 
K-terried on at his expense, always coufideat that some 
I new effort on his part would clear away every difficulty, 
I When a new book was ready, a jovial dinner or supper 
was the first preliiuinaiy ; aud after the fun had begun 
to wax fast and furious, the guests, all intent and hold- 
ing fast by their wits for the emergency, notwithstanding 
claret and tftJdy, were allowed to know the name, and 
perhaps to have a chapter read from the proofs, Jamea 
Ballantyne being the prophet who communicated these 
oracles to man. This strangest and most im business- like 
of printers was, indeed, Scott's interpreter in more ways 
than one. He spent his life over the hasty manuscripta 
and proofs. He was the critic, if not iu words, yet by 
involuntary revelations, of the feeling which it was his 
mission to sound and fathom out of doors — a sort of 
literary henchman, as entirely devoted to his chief as 
Evan Dhu to Feigns Maclvor. Unfortunately, Constable, 
though a better man of business, and with some real 
foundation to go upon, waa not much wiser than his coaji- 
jutors. He too became excited by the possession of this 
strange slave of genius, who went on at his magic loom 
while other men slept, and threatened to fill the world 
with those glittering webs which briglttened everything 
around- — the face of the country, and the aspect of society, 
and the balance at the bank. Wlien, after so much wild 
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trading upon credit, ao many rash and unwise specula- 
tions in literature, and daring play with danger, the 
shock came at last, and the Ediiihurgh printing house and 
publishing office came down together, their niin pre- 
cipitated by the failure of an English correspondent and 
agent. Constable could not behave that the name he had 
to conjure withal was not enough to overcome all his 
foes, He wanted, it is said, to go to the Bank of Eng- 
land and bori'ow from one hundred to two hundred 
thousand pounds on the security of his possession of the 
author of Wavcrky — mortgaging, as it were, this estate 
which was to him the most certain and iuexhaustible ( 
all quarries and mines of gold. 

It is a proof at once of Scott's extraordinary power 
over the imaginations of those surrounding him, and of 
the bewildering excitement and fever heat at which one 
briUiant succe.9S after another held them, that such an 
idea could have entered into the mind of mortal man, 
Scott was to these men what the subject spirit of his own 
Btory was to Michael Scott ; but with tliia difference, that 
whereas the Wizard was embarrassed by the too rapid 
accomplishment of all his wishes, and had soon' uo 
mountain to be cleft in twain or sea sand to be twisted 
into ropes. Constable and the Ballautynes felt that they 
}iad nothing to do but to pass on to the public the con- 
stant product of his toil, the more the better, and build 
upon the endless increase of a power which they did not 
attempt to gauge, which they never seem to have thought 
of as likely to be affected by distress or anxiety or pain, 
like that of other men. Had he, one is tempted to think, 
Itept clear of these knights-errant of the bookselling 
trade, — had he been in the hands of a Blackwood or a 
Murray, born to success, wliat a different end had been 
tliat of the Magician, the great iiuprovisatore of an en- 
tranced and wondering age '. Then had he built liia 



towers and planted hia scaurs in peace, then had his 
charmed doors stood open for the comfort and solace of 
all pUgrims, then had the world applauded all his gentle 
ambitions, and sworn by its right hand that never was 
nobler issue of a poet's labours than that poetic castle and 
those beloved woods on Tweedside. But when the spectres 
of bankruptcy and ruin came, the real defaulters sank 
into insignificance, and Scott had all to pay, not only in 
his purse and person, but in his fame, in his favourite 
pursuits, in Abbotsford and all its hospitalities and -hopes. 
"We cannot but think that there is no circumstance in 
his life more cruel than that which has made so legiti- 
mate a desire, ao habitual and blameless an ambition, his 
reproach and almost shame. Abbotsford would not have 
ruined him had not trade swept all tins recompense of 
Lis labours into its devouring current. And he ni^ht 
have trauquilly enjoyed all the honours he loved but for 
hia tender-heart«dness towards his old schoolfellow, hut 
for his loyal faithfulness to the " trade " which for years ' 
had filled his life with the hazards and excitements of a 
failing fight. 

The end of this wonderful career is too well known to 
demand repetition. When the ruin of the booksellers 
was no longer to be averted, and wheo his own astonished 
family and the larger circle of the world out of doors 
learnt how Scott was involved with them, he met the 
downfall with a heroism which nothing in the history of 
literature has ever equalled. "Nobody in the end can 
lose a penny by me," is almost the first comment he 
makes when the terrible news falls on hia earsi Nothing 
can be more soberly sad, and yet bravp, than the tone of 
his journal, though now and then it rises into a momentary 
wondering appeal to heaven and earth, or drops into a 
; melancholy over his lost fortunes, which is so 
;ally calm that it is impossible to read it unmoved. 
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" Poor Will Laidlaw! poor Tom Piivdie," he cries, "such 
news will vsring your hearts, and many a poor fellow's 
Lesidea, to whom my prosperity was .cluily bread." Then, 
with that immediate return to the thought of something 
to be done, wliicli shows the metal of the eourageouB soul, 
he sets himself to what is before him. Now that he has 
at last fairly faced the situation, he will have no tidings- 
over, no fresh borrowings. " I feel quite composed and 
determined to labour," he says ; and when he records " a 
sleepless night " and a body out of sorts — " Mais pourtani 
euttivoTie noire jardin. The public favour is my only 
lottery. I have long enjoyed the foremost prize, and 
aomething in my breast tells me my evil genius will not 
overtake me if I stand by myself." , , . Then he adds, 
with a break in his valiant voice, " I have walked my last 
on the domains I have planted ; sate the last time in the 
house I have built But death would have taken them 
fixrai me if misfortune had spared them. My poor people 
whom I loved so well ! There is just another dice to turn 
up against me in this run of ill luck — Le. if I should 
break my magic wand in the fall from this elephant, 
and lose my popularity. Then Woodstock and Boney 
day both go to the papeiinaker, and 1 may take to smok- 
ing cigars and drinking grog. In prospect of absolute 
piiii I wonder if they woidd let me leave the Court of 
ision ? I would like, methinks, to go abroad ' and lay 
:Biy bones far from the Tweed.' I will not yield without 
, fight for it. It is odd when I set myself to work 
lofgedly, as Dr. Johnson would say, I am exactly the 
man as I ever was — neither low-spirited nor distrait, 
prosperous times I have sometimes felt my fancy and 
ivet& of language flag, but adversity is to me at heart a 
and a bracer; tlie fountain is awakened from its 
b recesses. . . . Poor Mr. Pole, the haiper, has sent 
ir me £500 or £600, probably his all. But I will 
TOL. II. L 
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involve no frieud, rich or poor." , . . "0 Invention, rouse 
thyself" (he cries after this); " raay man be kind, may 
God be propitious!" . . . IJothing more heartrending was 
ever put in print. He was fifty-four and had been ill, 
and was palled up suddenly with a shock which might 
have broken a less valiant spirit in the midst of his easy 
and happy life. For a day or two even his steady hand 
was paralysed ; bvit presently began ^jain with something 
mure near paaaion than had ever moved him Itefora One 
thing affects him pitifully, the most painful of all : " The 
worst is I never know when I am right or wrong ; and 
Ballantyne, who does know in some degree, will fear to 
tell me." Who, indeed, in such a crisis would have had 
the heart to say to him that his gift had foisaken him, 
and his spell was over ? 

He goes on to say that what he would advise a client 
to do in such a circumstance would be to have himself 
made a bankrupt. " But for thia," he cries, " in a comt 
of honour 1 would deserve to lose my spurs. No ; if they 
will pennit me I will be their vassal for life, and dig in 
the mine of my imagination to find diamonds (or what 
may sell for such) to make good my engagements, not to 
enrich myself. And thia from no reluctance to be called 
the Insolvent, which I probably am, but because I will 
not put out of the power of my creditors the resources, 
mental or literary, which yet remain in me." What an 
enterprise was thia ! to dig in the mine of imagination — 
with tlie thought coming always back to him, a terrible 
possibility, that the mine was exhausted— for thousands 
and thousands of pounds with which to pay the debts 
of a trading firm. But Scott did not shriuk from it, 
" Give me my popularity (an awful postulate .'), and all my 
present difficulties shall be a joke in four years," he cries. 
If he wrote too easily, too lightly, out of the fulness of 
his heart before, it was with tragic earnestness that he 
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betook himself now to that quarry which, alas 1 was not 
inexhaustible. Woodstoek was the book he was writing 
at the moment — that and the Life of Napoleon. The one 
produced for him— that being the chief matter to be 
thought of in this crisis — £8000; the other £18,000. 
Between them they were little more than a. year's work. 
The Zi/e of Napoleon, if not an extraordinary effort of 
genius, has at least held its place in literature among the 
many revelations more instructive and graphic of that 
■wonderful life. And Woodstock, too, found its niche if not 
in the highest rank at least on a level more dignified than 
that of any other existing novelist ; while in the introduc- 
tion to the Chronicles of the Canongaie, wldch followed, 
there was much that was worthy of his best days, and one 
heartrending picture of a pai'alytic invalid, in which his 
own end was shadowed forth. This was followed by the 
Fair Maid of Perth, Anne of Geierstein, and the Tales of 
a Grandfather, one of the books which has achieved a 
gentle immortality worthy of its name. 

But all tliese productions were as nothing to the far 
nobler work, the chapter of heroic life, which Scott was 
inscribing through all those weary days in the annals of 
his country. His lonely anguish, his determined hope, his 
chill of doubting, lest perhaps his magic should have failed 
him ; his work, never relinquished, sped forward day by 
day with resolute patience, with stem subdual of all the 
lingering thoughts and regrets that struggled in — often 
not satisfying him, often perplexing him with apprehen- 
sions, but never slackened ; — -this is a story such as no 
man liad ever lived and told. The bosom contracts, the 
" climbing sorrow " monnta intq the reader's throat, as the 
wonderful record passes before his eyes. It does not give 
any adequate expression to our feelings to say, as Lockhart 
does with just pride, that in two years this gigantic struggle 
^ad produced £40,000 with which tp satisfy the creditors' 
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claims — which indeed was a miracle — but a poor miracle 
iu comparison with the worker himself who performed it. 
He might have saved himself all this, aud gone free with- 
out even the loss of his estate, which was secured by hia 
sou'a marriage settlement, but that he would not deprive 
his creditors of " the resources, mental and literary," on 
which he thought they had a right to calculate. This it 
is, and not the gains, which makes the last chapter of 
Scott's life one of the most noble known to man. Those 
muabig reminiscences of Crystal C'roftangry, so like him- 
self, yet so sulxlued, so sadly prophetic, might have been 
written in his blood; and when we remember, which by 
this time the reader seldom does, the darkness and sorrow 
and humiliation, yet noble pride and independence out of 
which they came, it is hard to read them without tears. 

The struggle was heroic for all concerned. The servants 
stood by their master with a faithfulness which is rarely 
seen. Tha butler became man of all work, protesting 
with tears that he would not leave his master, wages or 
no wages. Tlie dignified coachman and hia pet hoi'ses 
turned to, like their master, and worked on the farm. 
When Scott saw this sight a broken cry of pleasure and 
pain came from him. "Auld Pepe's whistling at his 
darg," he said. " The honest fellow said a yoking in a 
deep field would do baith him aud the blackies good. If 
things get round with me, easy shall be Pope's cushion !" 
Thus even the serving men were inspired, and nothing 
could show more clearly the brotherhood and tender 
friendship tliat united the household. 

But labour and anxiety and sorrow are bad companione. 
Wlien the pressure began to lighten a little, the over^ 
strained brain at last gave way. He had several slight 
fits of paralysis in rapid succession, and at last was obliged 
almost completely to lay down the pen, though never 
entirely. He went to Italy for his health, and immed 
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about witli lack-lustre countenance, yet now and then a 
glratm of dying light, all other anxieties at last verging in 
that of getting back to Tweedside, to lay his bones by the 
- beloved river ; for, some time before a bountiful and tender 
lieaven had breathed upon bis worn brain the kind delusion 
that he had paid off aU bis debts, and was once more a 
free man. The other mercy vouchsafed to him was that 
he Hved to get safely home, and there died in September 
1832, sixty-one years old. The last incident in his life 
was a characteristic one. After one of the broken slum- 
bers of weakness, he awoke, and starting up suddenly in 
his chair, exclaimed, — 

" * This is ead idlenesa ; I shall forget what I have been tlimkiitg 
of if I don't set it dowii now. Take me into my own room, and 
fetch the keya of mj desk.' Me repeated this so eamestlj' that 
we could not refuse. Hie daaghter went into his study, opened his 
writing deek, and laid paper and pens in the usual order ; and I 
Uien moved him through the liall, and into the spot where he had 
always been aiKUstomed to wort When the chair was placed at 
the desk, and he found himself in the old position, he amilad and 
thanked us, and said, ' Now give me my pen and leave me for a 
little to myseli' Sophia put the pen into his hand, and he en- 
deavoured to cloee his fingers upon it, but they refused their office 
— it dropped upon the paper. He sank back among his piUowB — 
sileDt 't«ars rolling down his checks ; but, composing himself, by- 
and-by motioned to me to wheel him out of doora again. Laidlaw 
met us at the porch and took his turn at the chair. Sir Walter after 
a little while again dropped into slumber. When he was awaking 
Laidlaw said to me, ' Sir Walter has had a little repose.' ' No, 
Willie,' said he, ' no repose for Sir Walter but in the grave:' 
The tears again rushed irom his eyes, ' Friends,* eaid he, don't let 
me eipose myself ; get me to bed^^that's the only place.'" 

Thus the long tragedy came to an end. A sadder 
yet more noble tale was never written. There have, been 
hesitations about the continuance of the extraordinary 
fame which his own generation bestowed upon Scott with 
Buch fulness and unanimity as fell to the lot of no other 
man: but there has been no hesitation about the man 
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and the life thus endeJ. It may, however, strike the 
reader, as it does the writer, that there is a certain want 
both of generosity and justice in the praise sometimes 
bestowed upon liiioself at the expense of liia work. We 
may afford to waive that work aside, and give our care- 
less plaudits to the man, celebrating his " health " and 
" sanity," as the jargon goes, at the expense of his genius, 
wlien we find anything worthy to place beside that work, 
or which can give us half tlie genial crowd of honest 
friends, the animated faces, the unfoigotten converse, the 
humour and the wisdom and the noble sentiment, the 
manly honour and womanly truth, the free and delightful 
play of fancy which we find in it. Among the agencies 
that have made Scotland, once so rude and poor, the 
moat prosperous of countries, it is injustice indeed to ex- 
clude this one— the wanu and tender and living portraiture 
of her characteristic features, which first made her the 
acquaintance, the kindly friend and hostess, the admira- 
tion of an astonished world. We know no other writer 
who has done for hia country what Sir Walter did 
for hia, unleaa we aeek that writer in a rank above the 
highest which we dare claim for our beloved romancer 
and historian — in the larger aphere of Shakspeare, or in 
the naiTow but intcnaeat circle of Dante. We do not 
claim for him a place beaide the poet of England or him 
of Florence, But being his s\iperiora, they are the only 
names, which, on their higher level, are his equals in this 
which he did for hia country and for his race, 

■Walter Scott, bom 1771 ; died 1832, 
Publialied Tranalationa, Burger's, Lonore, etc., 1T96, 

Goetz von Berliehingen, 1799. 

Miuistreluj of the Scottish Border, 1802, 
Lay of the Ltiat Minstrel, 1805. 
Mamiion, 1B08. 
The Lady of the Lake, 1810. 
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THOMAS CAMPBELL: AND THE LESSER LIGHTS 
IN SCOTLAKD. 

The name of another poet, celebrated in Lis own im- 
mediate days witli aa admiration which haa much failed 
him now, must be added to the Northern group before we 
proceed to the somewhat younger band who had risen 
upon the horizon before Wordsworth had yet gained any- 
thing like a due acknowledgment, and while Scott was 
still in his poetical stage. Thomas Campbell was the 
eon of an Argyllshire family with some pretensions to 
gentility, which, however, had faded sadly before his day. 
His father was a merchant whose trade had been mined 
by the American war, and it was in a very poor and 
limited home that the young poet was brought up. He 
was burn in July 1777, and was therefore very near the 
age of the greater poets, his contemporaries. Very seldom 
in the history of time has a single decade proved so 
fruitful in genius as that which began in 1770 with 
Wordsworth. Campbell began his life wth all the promise 
of excellence which might liave ushered in a much greater 
man. He had, notwithstanding the poverty of his parents, 
the best education Glasgow conld furnish, and distinguished 
himself much as a scholar. He seems almost to have 
lisped in numbers, and wrote verses which were very 
correct, and not without merit, when he was ten years old. 
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He grew up, however, into a somewhat uncertain and 
shifty youth, having no profesaion, and a temperament 
8uch as has always heen called poetical, — a sensitive, 
irritable, easily -wounded and intensely-feeling nature,' 
■which could not exist without emotion. The chief thing 
known about him in his early days is his susceptibility 
to friendship. The long and not very interesting 
biography of him which we owe to Dr. Eeattie is prin- 
cipally made up of eq^ually long and acarcelymore interest- 
ing letters to hia young friends, in which the attachment ia 
more apparent than the genius. His first poem was 
suggested, we are told, by the gentle elegance of the 
PUaswres of Memory, which he read in the stern island of 
Mull when languishing there in a tutorship, and culti- 
vating everything that reuiinded him of scenes more 
genial. These were still the days when the pleasures of 
an abstract quality of the mind seemed, to a dutiful in- 
telligence trained in poetical traditions, to be a fine sub- 
ject for a poem, Campbell had already a reputation as 
" the Pope " of Glasgow — specially arising from a prize 
poem entitled an Essay on the Origin of EvU, which was 
thought to be framed on the model of the Essay on Man 
— ^when he began hia great work. It is to be feared that' 
there are comparatively few who think it a great work 
DOW ; but not only were his own youthful companions 
penetrated by ailrairation for it, as was natural, but all 
Edinburgh, always sensitive to a new national distinction, 
received it and its young author with enthusiasm. He 
came thither, after trial of various situations as tutor, 
though only nineteen, in 1797, and by good fortune got 
into the hands of people who could befriend him at leaat 
in the way ,oF good company and social advancement. 
He had his manuscript in his pocket, and was a handsome 
lad, propitiating strangers by his good looks ; and his 
story was one to interest a literary commimity. He had 
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brought the b(;gt cbaracter and auguries of future fame 
from his Uiiiveraity, and he had all the confidence in hia 
{loeni whicli it became a young poet to have, and felt, 
could he ever get it printed, that the world would he at 
hia feet. The friends to whom it had been confided in 
manuscript were of the same opinion, and though he had ' 
to wait and suffer vatioua disappointments in the mean- 
time, yet the Pleamms of Hnpt was published when he 
was only twenty-one, and was received with instant 
favour. 

Scott wafl as yet but a humble and voiceless young 
advocate, and had not ventured upon so much aa Zenvre 
when this new poet appeared. Henry Brougham was a 
youth of twenty whom young Campbell hoped to see " an 
ornament of his country ;" and the Edinburgh Eemew and 
all the commotion it raised were still among the secrete 
of the future. It was, therefore, rather the unawakeucd 
Edinburgh upon which Bums had buret like a meteor, 
confusing and disturbing all laws and prejudices, — the 
Edinbuigh over which the Man of Feeling still reigned, 
and where Dugald Stewart, bland and philosophical, and 
Alison, the well-bred Episcopalian divine, with his elegant 
canons of taste, gave a tone of dignified calm to society, 
• — than that Edinburgh which we have been discussing, 
the brilliant town from which all the skirmishers of 
literature were frisking forth, and whose sober quiet had 
given way to a rule of fiery frolic, dash, and daring, 
unrivalled in the world of literature, — to which we are 
now for a moment brought back. There was no poet 
then in those quiet days, nor any critics to speak of; a 
mild and feeble Edinburgh Magazine was the sole repre- 
sentative of periodical literature, and no public defiance 
of the old established ways of poetry and authorship had 
yet been given in the gray metropolis of the North, 
Campbell's first patron was a Dr. Anderson, spoken of as 
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the author of JAves of the British Poets, whose name is 
not to be found even in the Encyclopiedias, He was a 
frieod of Leyden, who has been already referred to, and 
of Grahame, the gentle singer of the Sabbath; hut neither 
of these soft-voiced minor minstrela had aa yet made 
their appearance in print. There are some wonderful 
stories about the poverty and depression amid which the 
Pleasures of Mope was written, but most of these seem to 
he somewhat apocryphal. The young poet's rapid changes 
from melancholy to hope ; his declaration at one moment 
that " there are days when I can't abide to walk in the 
sunshine, and when I would almost rather be shot than 
■ come within the sight of any man or be spoken to by any 
mortal;" and at another, his cheerful adoption of his 
friends' hopes that he would become "a great man on 
the strength of a single poem," and description, "made 
with great animation," of " the fashion in which he would 
live, through what countries he would travel, and aU the 
grand things he would do," are nothing wonderful in the 
history of an imaginative youth, prone to sentiment, easily 
np and easily down. But he had not, as some of his 
contemporaries had, to wait long for general recognition. 
His first poem brought him immediate fame. "Public 
curiosity having been studiously kept awake for some 
months, the demand for copies was unprecedented. 
Anticipation, which had run very high as to its merits, 
was fully justified by the perusal ; and when the youth 
of the poet was considered, the mature strength and 
beauty of the poem struck every reader with surprise. 
He had suddenly emerged, it was said, like a star from 
his obscurity, and, young as he was, had tlirown a new 
and increasing hght over the literary horizon of his 
country." As an individual instance of this prompt 
favour, we may c[uote the following incident, showing 
how Dr Gregory, one of the great physicians who have 
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reigned in dynasties in Edinbui^h, bad his attention 
directed to the poem : — 

''Calling one mcoTiing at the publiBhere, he took op the new 
poem JTist sent in from the printers. 'Ah, what hava we here I' 
Bai'l he, 'the Pleiuurct of Iftipe.' He looked carelesaly between tlia 
uncut leaves, until, obserring a paeange that struck Tiim forciblj', 
he turned ia the bcgiiming and never moved &om the side of the 
counter till he had BniHhed the first jmrt. He then, in the moat 
emphatic terms, said : ' Mr. Mundell, this is poetry ! where is the 
author to be found ? I will call upon bim immediately.' From 
Mr. Mundell'a shop Dr. Gregory went to attend a consultation ; but 
uading the hour was long poet, and that he had unwittingly given 
to poetry the time meant for his patient, he called ou the author 
and left a note for him expreaaing hia admiration of the poem, and 
requesting the pleasure of hia acquaintance." 

Another story is told of Campbell's introduction to 
Edinburgh society, of a still more gratifying character. 
Scott is said to have invited him to dinner with the view 
of making him acquainted with his own circle of wits 
and men of letters. The young poet was somewhat 
surprised, perhaps a little piqued, to be introduced to 
none of those celebrities, most of them older, richer, and 
more confident than himself; for he divined by the talk 
going on at the table that he was surrounded by men of 
distinction. He was, however, soon indemnified for this 
apparent neglect, and the incident furnishes us with a 
pleasant scene. It is easy to imt^ne thfe curiosity, and 
interest, and mortiGcation, and suspicious pride of the 
easily-offended youth, with all the warm susceptibility to 
affront and slight which belonged at once to his youth, 
hia species, and his nation, sitting eager-eyed, not knowing 
whether to be angry or pleased, amid this brilliant circle, 
where he was the only stranger. 

" Where Scott presided (aays the formal narrative) the conver- 
sation was sure to be edifying as well aa pleasant. At length, 
when, the cloth was removed uud the loyal toasts were diaposed of, 
Scott stood up, and with a liaudsome and complimentaiy notice of 
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the new poem, proposed a bumper to the author of the PUasnrti of 
Hope. ' The poem, ' he added, 'iain the hands of all our friends, 
and the poet,' pointing to a young gentleman on his right, 'I liave 
now the honour of introducing to you.' The toast was received 
with enthnBiaam. The eyes of the company were fixed on the - 
young poet, and although taken by surprise he acknowledged the 
comiilinieatwith bo much taste and good feeling, that, after hearing 
liini epcak, no one felt surprised that so young a mau had written 
the FlcaewM of Sope." 

This touch was like the ever generous and friendly 
soul of the magician, far greater than Campbell, who had 
not as yet found his divining wand, nor was aware of hia 
own power. The youth thus introduced made his way 
into all the Edinburgh drawing-rooms with a halo of 
youthful gloiy about his head. He was received like a 
son in the house of Alison, witli whom he kept up a 
warm friendship all hia life ; and was made free of society 
in the always intellectual and ambitious town.. Next to 
Burns — though at how great a distance — he wag the first 
inheritor of the northern laurels. 

Mrs. Fletcher, one of the social authorities of the time, 
describes Campbell as " an ardent enthusiastic boy, 
younger even in appearance than in years," Sometimes 
the young poet, thus suddenly introduced into society, 
sinned against good-breeding, and this kind patroness of 
literature had once occasion to "give him a tremendous 
lecture " on the youthful impertinence with which he had 
" quizzed " the somewhat ridiculous old Earl of Buchan, 
then a well-known figure in Scotch society ; but he seems 
to have taken his scolding like a man after the first 
pangs of injured pride. In other encounters his temper 
was not so perfect. Scott tells an amusing story of 
tnutual offence, yet appreciation, which is exceedingly 
characteristic. Leyden had been the means of intro- 
ducing Campbell to the genial house of Scott, who be- 
longed to a higher social level than either of these young 
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men. Hut the two quarrelled on some peraonal matter, 
and, probably by way of brlnijing them together, Scott 
repeated to Leyden the fine ballad of ffxhenluiden, which, 
like mnet of tlie poema of the time, waa handed about in 
manuscript, and read and criticised by innumerable 
enthusiasts before it came the length of print. " Dash 
it, man," said Leyden, " tell tlie fellow I hate him. But, 
daah him, he has written the finest verses that have been 
published these fifty years." When this ntterance was 
repeated to Campbell, that more dignified youth responded 
with offended solemnity, " Tell Leyden that I detest him ; 
but I know the value of his critical approbation." How 
Scott must have laughed in his sleeve at the two affronted 
heroes ! " I did mine errand as faithfully as one of 
Homer's messengers," he says. 

The great poem, wliich escited so much admiration, 
and held a famous doctor breathless at the side of a 
couiiter, in oblivion of patients and engagements, everts 
no such influence over any reader now. A line here and 
there has passed into the general recollection of the world, 
to be possessed and used by many who are totally 
unaware whence it came, and this is one t^t of fame ; 
but it is to be feared that few now regard the Pleasures 
of Hope with breathless interest or understand the ad- 
miration it called forth. It is curious, however, to not« 
at once the straightforwardness — surpassing that of any 
of his contemporaries, who were all moved as much as 
Campbell by the new reign of liberty and the hopes of 
universal renovation awakened in France — with which 
he plunges into the praise of Freedom and enumerates 
her heroes : and the skill with which he directs his reader 
to a corner of the struggle which alarmed nobody. To 
be told that 

" Hope for a moment bade the world farewell, 
And Freedom ehrieked when Kosciusko fell," 



touched no political prejudicea, and did not frighter 
most timid Tory. Tlie prinniples were liberal and noble : 
yet nearer home, perhaps, they might liave been thought 
revolutionary, It probably was a mere poetical instinct 
in favour of a remoter and more picturesque stru^le 
which made Campbell take all danger out of hia worship 
of Uberty by giving that dangerous goddesa her local habi- 
tation in the favourite land of revolution, where everybody 
allows it to he legitimate, But it was a judicious choice, 
and recommended the young poet to the Liberal party with- 
out doing him any harm with the Conservatives. "Mr. 
Fletcher was won by his passion for liberty ;" while Scott- 
and the Tories foiind no fault with the revolutionary 
bero, who belonged to the romantic liistory of a ptevioua 
atru^le. 

Thus Campbell derived, if not much profit, at least a 
great deal of pleasure and glory from his first work. Long 
afterwards he gave the following deBcription of himself to 
one of the Kembles : — " The day that I first met your 
honoured father was at Henry Siddons', on the Calton 
Hill, in Edinbu^h. The scenery of the Firth of Forth 
waa in full view from the house ; the time was summer, 
and the weather peculiarly balmy and beautiful. I was 
a young, shrinking, bashful creature ; my poems were out 
a few days ; and it was neck or nothing with me whether 
I should go down to the gulf of utter neglect or not, 
although with all my bashfulness I had then a much 
better opinion of myself and my powers than I have at 
this moment. Your dear father praised my work and 
iiuoted the line, 

"'Tia diBtance lends enchantmeiit to the view,' 

looking at those very hills that suggested the thought 
Well, I thought to myself (for, aa I have said, I was at 
that time enormously vain), there is some taste in this 
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■world, and I shall get on in it." This is very artless and 
8itn[ile, though the narrator was no longer the youth who 
believed the good ta^te of the world lo be gauged by his 
power of "getting un" in it We fear that the asaocia- 
tiona of the present generation with the lines in question 
are not reverential, and tliat, like so much pretty senti- 
ment of the commonplace kind, this disrespectful age 
quotes them witli rather a comic than a, poetical sense of 
their truth. But when we think of the young dreamer 
looking out from that Athenian mount upon the hills, 
seeing across the gleaming Firth the round Lomonds in 
the nearer distance, the shadowy ranges beyond, we may 
believe that it was a real if not a very great inspiration 
that pointed out to him the ethereal blue, woven of air 
and space, which threw a tender glory over the homely 
grassy slopes which were neither great nor lofty in them- 
selves. If universal quotation is the test of excellence, 
DO detached line in poetry was ever more jtopular than 
this; and yet the reader will smile. The simile wiU 
recall to hini not the blue mountains rising far in shadowy 
infinitude, slope beyond slope, against the sky, but only 
certain little moral or social deceptions in respect to which 
be has quoted these words a hundred times. Tlius what 
was poetry in the fresher experience of the world of that 
day, all touched witli the sympathy of a poetic revival, 
has fallen into completest commonplace with us who live 
in an older and less susceptible age. 

The profit of the work was not inconsiderable consider- 
ing its character, and that the rate of extraordinary 
remuneration inaugurated by Scott had not as yet been 
revealed. " The copyright," he himself says, " of my 
Pleasures of Hope, worth an annuity of two hundred 
pounds for life, was sold out and out for sixty pounds." 
His calculation is founded, his biographer tells, on an offer 
made to Campbell by a London publisher three years after. 
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Certainly, no publisher anywhere would offer an annniLy 
of two hundred pounds for such a poem now — or probably 
anything at all until the public had very clearly expressed 
its opinion. The sum waa not very large, but Messrs. 
Mundell of Edinburgh, though they flourished before the 
era of the great Constables and Blackwoods, must have 
been liljeral in their generation, since they gave the poet, 
notwithstanding their purchase of the copyright, fifty 
pounds for each new edition. This, to a man so young, 
and so little accustomed to money, was no insignificant 
sum. He began, as was natural, to plan new works, and 
gave himself up to the intoxieating ideal of a life of 
poetry and praise, in which the most delightful of occupa- 
tions should secure him all the rewards necessary for life, 
substantial means, as well as the sweetest applause. He 
■was to write a poem upon " Helvetian Freedom," with 
Tell for a hero : he was to gratify hig own patriotic feel- 
ings and stimulate those of his countrymen by Thx Queen 
of the North, a poem of which Edinbui^h was to be the 
scene, and " the glory and independence of Scotland " the 
subject. And it was while musing of those great themes 
that a faculty in him more real than that which went to 
the weaving of the Pleasures of Hope, was suddenly 
wakened by the singing, at one of the houses to which he 
was invited in Edinbui^h, of the fine air of the well-known 
Bong, Ye Cfentlenien of Ejigland. Perhaps, all fresh in his 
fervour of poetic composition, Campbell despised the old- 
&,3hioned words which have returned into favour now. 
At all events, his ear was caught by the air, and he began 
to sing to himself the bolder strain of his Mariners of 
Englavd, as true and fine a national song as ever was 
written. How it was that this fine ardour and lyrical 
passion should burst from the bosom of the self-contained, 
shy, susceptible, and timorous young poet, who appears to 
us in his biography always a littld on the defensive, with 
VOL. II. M 
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no real trust in the great people among whom he had 
etrayed, and who, though with much tendei-neas of aifection 
towanls his special friends, iiad very little to say to them 
— it is impossible to explain. Naturally, he was as little 
aware, as are most other mortal performers, which string 
of his instrument it was that rang the truest. 

He had, however, discretion enough to see that to 
continue for ever the object of the delightful plaudits of 
the Edinburgh circles, and the "tremendous lectures" of 
its kind ladies, was impossibls: aud some side intluence, 
probably Scott's LeTwre and Goetz von Berlichinffen, and the 
rising knowledge of German literature, which was moving 
society about him, induced Campbell to decide upon going 
to Germany. He does not seem, however, to have had 
any very distinct aim in so doing, or even to have known 
where to go or what to do when he got there. He went 
without the advantage of possessing any language but his 
own, and though he anticipates before atartiDg that " I 
shall see Schiller and Goethe, the banks of the Rhine, and 
the mistress of Wcrter " (though where he was to find the 
latter we do not know), he does not seem to have fulfilled 
any of those hopes. He saw Klopstock, in Hambui^; 
he wandered to Eatisbon, choosing that place for no 
apparent reason, was there when the French took the city, 
and afterwards made various devious pilgrim^es, which 
were, however, not without profit. He saw-^— if not 
Goethe — Hohenlinden, and those pale currents of the 
Iser, ashen hued by nature, which were so fatally reddened. 
He saw more than one terrihle field of battle in all the 
stillness of the accomplished carnage, lighted by " tlie 
wolf-scaring faggot that guarded the slain." He was 
driven home at last in the spring of the year 1801, having 
been eight or nine montha absent, by the declaration of 
war against Denmark, his residence at Altona being no 
longer tenable under the circumstances. At Altona ha 
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had iDsi a number of exiled Irishmen, who suggested his 
Ilxile of Erin. Thus, his best-known lyrics sprang into 
being, all keen with personal impression. Tlie Battle of 
tJie Baltic and The Soldiei''s Dream, perhaps the most 
retined and exquisite of all, came from the same experi- 
ences. He met no poets, got admission, to no inteUectual 
society — in which, indeed, it is probable that his some- 
what self-absorlied mind, dwelhng in the circle of its own 
tenacious likings, shy and obstinate, and unskilled in 
speech — though he seems to have stumbled along tant bien 
que mal by the aid of Latin- — would have received but 
little advantage. But he received much from the picture 
never to be forgotten of the field of battle — 

" Our bugles Bang truce — for the night-cloud had lowered, 

And the Bentmel ftars set their wAtch in the sky ; 
And thousanda had euuk cm. the groimd overpowered, 

The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die." 

The English language has nothing finer or more inspirit' 
ing in their kind than the patriotic ballads which were 
perfected at this period. The song which he had begun 
to adapt in the Edinburgh drawing-room to the old tuiie 
he liked, was finished at Altona — 

" Britannia needs no bulwark, 
No towers along the steep," 

was the poet's answer to the suggestion of the proposed 
fortifications with which England has so often been 
adjured to defend herself against invaders. His protest 
was little reasonable, no doubt, but it was a popular sen- 
timent. And it is one of the mysteries of genius which 
is least comprehensible, how a youth of the most peaceable 
sort, trained upon letters, and sea-sick and wretched when 
fate compelled him to cross the Channel, should have been 
the person to add to our national literature those boldest 
and most gallant of sailor-lyrics. Curiously enough, he 
seems, according to Scott at least, to have been doubtful 
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about these finest efforts of his genius. "An5 therit'a 
that glorious little poem of Jlohfniiiiden." Scott said to 
Washington Irving — " after he had written it he did not 
seem to think much of it — ' d — d drum and trumjiet 
linea.' I got him to write it to me, and I believe that 
the delight I felt and expressed had an effect in inducing 
him to print it. The fact is. Campbell ia in a maimer a 
bngbear to himself. The brightness of his early success 
is a detriment to all his further efforts. He is afraid of 
the shadow that his own form casts before him." How 
strange isthe reversal made by time of those decisions of 
the moment which have so much effect upon the lives of 
the candidates for literary fame ! " The brightness " of 
Campbell's " early success " has now all faded away, and 
very few are the readers who open the Pleasures of Hope, 
or linger over the measured monotony of Oerlrvde of 
Wyoming. But Hokenlindtn, The Batik of the Baltic, 
The Soldier's Dream, and The Mariners of ETigland, will 
live as long as the langui^e, and are the only real founda- 
tion of Campbell's fama 

His life after this early and brilliant b^;inning was 
much like that of all his class, the unfortunates wha, 
beguiled by " early success," throw themselves upon 
literature as a profession, without any other more per- 
manent and satisfactory stay. In saying this we do not 
mean to echo the ignorant, though not altogether imfounded, 
prejudice which once existed against literary solveney and 
capacity to " pay its way." Scott made the profession one 
of splendid profit as well as reputation, and some fortunes 
have been made and many comfortable incomes, since 
Scott, by the pen. But at the same time there can be 
little doubt that it is a precarious and anxious profession, 
an excellent addition to his means who has already some- 
thing more steady and regular to lean upon, but a popi 
foundation upon which to build the respousibilitiea ol life. 
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Canipliell's story is one from which the ynniig poet may 
lewn a serioiis lesson. He wna not nue of those shiftless 
aona of letters, who are constantly falling npon the aid of 
their friends, hut a proud man with mnch independence 
of spirit. Not was lie altogether without other means. 
At least one fortunate legacy came to his aid when he was 
stru^hog with the hui-dens of mid-life, and other windfalls 
fell in his way ; but even with these the dependence of a 
family upon the capacity of its head to produce a constant 
supply of so much written matter, worthy or unworthy, is 
a very serious matter. In Campbell's case, as in many 
others, the very anxiety to do well, and to have his tale 
of hricka ready at the appointed time, often so preoccupied 
his hrain that he was rendered incapable of the task he 
contemplated with so much anxiety. And when sunshine 
came and he ventured upon a Ettle extra expense, np- 
parently justified by bis increasing means, there had to be 
almost invariably a painful I'etracing of Lis etepa, when it 
turned out that to-morrow was not as to-day, and the 
powers that served him so well ono season failed him the 
next. Poetry of course, as everybody knows, will not 
always come when it is called, but even " Annuals," and 
" Selections," and magazine articles, require an effort of 
which the bi'ain of the literary hack is not always capable. 
Not a navvy nor a sailor, or take a finer simile, a success- 
fill surgeon, requires a stronger head, a more steady hand, 
nerves of iron and health unbroken, than an author who 
lives by his work, and has no other means of procuring 
Ids daily bread. Campbell became the editor of the New 
Monihly Magazine, aud did not flourish in that capacity. 
He waa over-anxious, over-scmpulous as to the value of 
the contributions sent to liim — then after hesitating over 
hie papers for days would make a leap at the worst of 
them, to the confusion of his previous deliheration.9. And 
he fell into the beaten track, produced biogi'aphiea and 
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histories, for which he had neither the turn nor the train- 
ing. "What he could do was not theJiind of thing that 
can be done to order. The nohle and spirit-stirring 
national lyrics of which he is the author were far heyond 
the powers of poets much greater than he. He haa no 
other ground of pretension to stand by the side of Woriis- 
worth, or Coleridge, or even Scott ; but in tliis special 
branch of poetry lie has done what not all of them put 
together could do. 

Campbell's career was deeply weighted in other ways. 
His only son, whose childhood bad been beautiful beyond 
expression to the tender father, who felt, as young parents 
often do, his own child a revelation from heaven, was a 
life-long grief and disappointment to him, and spent most 
of his life in a lunatic asyluni. His wife died early ; and 
he was left to make up to himself, as far as he could, by 
a hundred gentle flirtations, chiefly with ladies under the 
Bge of ten, for tlie absence of a woman's society, and the 
bright faces of children. Some of his innocent adventures 
in this way are at once amusing and pathetic. On one 
occasion he advertised as follows for the name of a lovely 
child whom he lia<l encountered in the streets : — 

"A nentlemaD, Binty -three years old, who, on Saturday last . . . 
met with a most iiitei'cstiiig-lookmg child, four years of age ; but 
who forbore, from reajwtt for the lady who had her in hand, to a^ 
the girl's name and abode, will be gratefully obliged to those who havB 
the happiness of [xisAURsing the ehiUl, to be informed where she lives, 
and if he uiay be allowed to see her again." 

The little fairy princess never was found, though many 
parents wrote to the advertiser, making sure that their 
own special darling muat have been the object- of so 
romantic an appeal, one mother among the number, to 
Campbell's great indignation, suggesting that it was her 
little hiyy for whom he had conceived such an enthusiasm. 
The gi-ay-haired poet, daunted in his natural shyness by c 
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forbidding countenance, and seeking this little phantom of 
delight ahout the London streets, and through the leafless 
parka in the sunshiny April mornings, malvea a touching, 
if gently-comic picture ; for though he bad many friends, 
he had no smiles at home. 

" I stopped the enchantress, and was told, 

Tho' tall, she was but four years old, 

Her guitle so grave an aspect woi'e, 

I would not ask a question more," 

Such a curious innocent version of a " love that never 
had an earthly close," draws our hearts to the forlorn and 
solitary man. 

Amid all his ups and downs of living, Campbell had 
the pleasure of continual acknowledgment and appreciation 
from the puWic. "When he took to delivering lectures 
upon poetry his audiences were crow'ded and enthusiastic 
■wherever he went, both in London and the provinces. 
"The lecture-room was crowded by the Stite; all were 
eager to listen ;" " his prose was declared to be more poetic 
than his poetry," the newspapers reported. In 1826 his 
University (Glasgow) paid him the highest compliment in 
its power by electing him Lord Eector, a post which, con- 
trary to custom, he held for three years. He was received 
in Glasgow, his native town, with unbounded enthusiasm, 
filling his old friends with joy and pride, and recalling 
many an early prognostication. Ten years after he visited 
Edinburgh, to find moat of the patrons of liis youth still 
alive, and to be received everywhere with acclamations. 
" Cheered on coming aboard the steamboats — into public 
rooms — on leaving them," he says with an astonished 
pleasure, describing his journey. And here he had the 
freedom of the town bestowed upon him, and a public 
dinner, and every kind of flattering observance, " I have 
been made a I'reeman of Edinburgh and f4£cd like a 
prince," he says. " I shall make you laugh at the effit- 
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81(1113 of :ny vfinity when T describe to you the windowa 
of Queen Street filled with ladies lontiiif; at your little 
yolomon in all his glory 1 . , . Well, laugh as you well 
may at my being vain of being seen by ludiea, I tliiuk 
you know me well enough to believe that the excitement 
of last Friday waa intense — beyond pleasure and amount- 
ing to pain. . . . When I came to speak of Diigald 
Stewart, Alison, and other of my old Edinburgh friends, 
the act of suppressing tears (for I did suppress them) 
amounted to agony." He found, however, all these old 
friends enjoying their old age in the calm and gentle satis- 
faction which becomes the end of life. ITie " dear old 
Priest," the " Man of Taste," Alison, whom the grateful 
poet had called the father of his mind, and whose name 
he had given to his second child, who died in infancy, was 
still living " in very fair health for a man of eighty," and 
"with his faculties as fresh as ever;" while Dugald 
Stewart, he who had patrouised the youth of Ennis, as 
well as that of Campltell, still lived in peaceful retirement 
surrounded with love aud honour. 

This return to the scenes of his youth, notwithstanding 
the glories heaped upon liim, was full of sadness to the 
man with whom life had dealt hut hardly. Mrs, Grant) 
relates how, in the midst of his public triumphs, " a de- 
jected-looking gentleman " called upon her to renew old 
acquaintance. " I should know you," she said, " hut can- 
not he sure." " Campbell the poet," said he, " with a 
kind of affecting simplicity." 

This is the last sight we have of the old generation, 
the men of the past, who had wondered at Bums when he 
appeared, and lived to see so many wonders more. It 
lingered so long that Henry Mackenzie, the Man of Feel- 
ing, he of the Mirror and LmtTi/jer, lived to see F.dinbargh 
blossom out of its provincialism into tlie dash and com- 
motion of a literary Dietropolis. Tliis age of greatuesa 
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lasted through many brilliant years. Even after Scott's 
withfirawal to Abbotsford, he was atiU to be seen about 
the familiar streets and in the Parliament House — on the 
whole the greatest of living writers ; and there was Jeffrey, 
the acknowledged chief of criticism, though the excitement 
of the Edittburgh Eevieto had by this time calmed down. 
And other figures had risen to diversify the scene. Miss 
Ferrier, the author of Marriage and The Inhtritanee, books 
which secured Scott's warm admiration and have continued 
their hold upon the succeeding generations — a Scotch 
Miss Austen, with a broader perception of the ludicrous 
and a less delicate touch, but much of the same minute 
and graphic power ; Mis, Grant of Laggan, a woman to 
whose recollections we are indebted for many particulars 
of the cheerful breadth of Edinburgh society at this its 
most brilliant period, and wliose Letters from the Mountaijis 
helped to make the Highlands known in their homelier 
modern aspect; and many fiiore secondary singers and 
gentle essayists. The Blackwood circle, too, with all its 
wild wit and daring discussion of everything in heaven 
and earth, was in fullest force ; and life was overflowing 
in the old lofty streets, outside the noise of wliich, yet 
not entirely withdrawn from its echoes, the patriarchs of 
the former generation were " wearing away." 

We may add, before we leave these northern scenes, 
to which for a time the high flood of intellectual activity 
seemed to have been transferred, the gentle name of 
James Grahame, the author of the " Sabbath." He was 
not a great poet, nor is that a great poem, but it is very 
national, and full of a tender sweetness — an echo of 
Co^er on Scottish soil. Grahame came to light among 
the early band of the Edinbxiigh Reviewers, a spectator 
and sympathiser, if no more^ — adding a mild enthusiasm 
for the work of his stronger and more daring friends to 
his own gentle I'atidty. He was one of the unemploj ed 
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young advocates who trod the pavement in the Parliament 
House along with Jefl'rey and Homer, but tiring of that 
exercise, and possessing little power to stniggle with the 
world, he retired into the congenial quiet of a clergyman's 
life, taking ordei-3 in the Church of England. His poems 
are full of the atmosphere of a pure and retired exist- 
ence, with something, however, that reminds the reader 
more of a Scotch manse than an English parsonage ; and 
ha was always intensely national " Must I leave," he 
says, 

" Dear land, thy bonnie braes, t!jy dales, 
Each haunted by iU myriad streams, o'erhnng 
With all the varied charms of bush and txee, 
And mould my heart anew to take the stamp 
Of foreign friendships in a foreign land. 
And leam to love the music of strange tongties I 
Yes, I may love the musie of strange tongnes. 
And mould roy heart anew to take the stamp 
Of foreign frieuilBhipB in a foreign land ; 
Bat to my parched mouth's roof deave my tongne, 
My fancy fade into the yellow leaf, 
And this oft-pausing heart forget to throb. 
If, Scotland, thee and thine, I e'er forget." 

It is a curious example of the changes that increased 
communication and constant intercourse have made, to 
realise that Grabame's foreign land was no farther off 
than the English side of the Tweed. He was one of the 
friends whom Thomas Campbell made in the period of 
bis early glory in Edinburgh, and the following little 
sketch gives some idea of the gentle and pious poet ; — 

"So small a part of James's value lay in his poetry, that I feel 
it difficult to express my sentiments about it. , . , One of the 
most endearing oircmii stances ivhich I remember of Grahams was 
hii singing. I shall never forget one summer evening that we 
agreed to eit up all night, and go together to Arthur's Seat to see 
the sun rise. We sat accordingly all night in his delightful pailoul 
— the seat of so many Iiarrv remembrances. We then went out, 
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and saw a beautiful aunriae, I returned home with him, for I was 
living in hia house at the time. He waa nnreserved in all hia 
devouteet feelings before me ; and from the beauty of the morning 
seenei'y, and the recent death of hia aiater, our conversation took a 
serious turn. Aa I retired to my own bed, I overheard hia devo- 
dona^ — not his prayer, but a hynm which he sang, and with a power 
and inspiration beyond himself and beyond anything else. At that 
time he was a strong-voiced and commanding-looking man. The 
remembrance ot his large expressive features when he climbed the 
hill, and of his oi^an-like voice in praising God, is yet fresh and 
ever pleaaing in my mind." 

This gentle pair, full of religion and deTotion, their 
heads nmniDg over with verse and poetic musings, as 
they climbed in that dreamy dimness whicli was neither 
night nor dawn, tlie rugged ways where solitnde lies 
sacred and still as if in the heart of the mountains, 
might have seen from the heights the luminous window 
where the plotters of the Edinburgh Beview were aiTanging 
their onslaught upon the world, a scene aa different as it 
13 possible to conceive. And it was not long after that 
the Nodes Ambrosiaiue, in full swing of free poetiy and 
criticism, began to awaken all the echoes. Wilson's 
tavern parlour, whether real or imaginary, has aa genuine 
an existence as Edinburgh itself; and though all that 
eloquence and mirth, and pathos, and del^htful madness 
of inspired talk lias fallen a little out of hearing now-a- 
days, it was in its time as authentic a scene as any club 
in the three kingdoms, and far more entertaining and 
brilliant than any of them. To these voices old Edin- 
burgh laughed am! listened with an uproar of mirth and 
applause, while Scott poured forth the great romances 
which kept all Europe breathless, and little Jefl'rey sat in 
precise yet lively state, cutting and car\'ing the reputations 
of all the poeta, and dealing his strokes about like light- 
ning. Another great and characteristic fifjiu'e, the prophet 
and Seer whom we have so recently lost, Thomas Carlyle, 
though but for a moment associated with this scene, had 



1T2 



THE LITKRART HIBTORT OT 



rcHAT. re. 



Wgiin to be known, though but vaguely, throngh the 
early mists. In all the corners there was twittering of 
Hinaller singers, simple yet tuneful — such as linger with 
the larks about the dewy fields, and take pleasure in their 
song without getting more credit for it than their little 
prototype ; and in the pulpit there had risen a blear-eyed 
and nigged orator, with heavy features and h broad Fife 
accent, Thomas Chalmers, who was the greatest preacher 
of his day. At no time has Edinbup^jh come to such a 
climax of genius and fame. 
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CHAPTER V. 



LONDON : THE LOWER CIRCLE "THE COCKNEY SCHOOL, 

A LITTLE before the beginning of the outburst of 
literary life in Edinburgh, which haa been the subject of 
our recent chapters, a cuvious and characteristic circle, or 
series of circles, existed in London, quite distinct from 
the higher level of life and letters on which Canning and 
his polit-e associates flourished. Tliis lower region pos- 
sessed many peculiarities of the old Grab Street existence. 
It was poor; its life was full of literary schemes and 
compilations of all kinds, " Specimens," " Selections," 
" Epitomes of History," " Annual Eegisters," and many 
more — which, along with such poor scraps as were then 
required in the shape of niagaziue articles, answered the 
purpose of securing daily bread to a large l)ody of writei*3 
to whom literature had become a trade ; while ever and 
anon a poem, more or less ambitious, a diama, a philo- 
sophical essay, would burst forth from the obscurity to 
show how among these poor literary hacks, labouring 
hard in their vocation, there was some genius and much 
ambition, and that desire to do something worth remem- 
bering, or being remembered by, which gives a generous 
inspiration often to the merest scribbler. The most 
remarkable and individual figure among them was that 
of William Godwin, whose works, both of philosophy and 
imagination, if such a sombre and subtle study of motive 



and impulse as Caleb fVilliams can be called by the 
latter name, have taken a permanent place in literature. 
So much can scarcely be said for Halcroft, whose novels 
have dropped out of recollection altogether, though one 
or two of his dramas, notably the Hoad to Ruin, still hold 
the stage ; or Hazlitt, most of whose essays and criticisms, 
though often brilliant, have fallen into that limbo which, 
ala-s ! is the natural place even of the ablest commen- 
taries upon other men's works and lives. Pne of the 
most curious particulars in the life of these London 
coteries of the poorer kind is the quiet commonplace 
Jmtrgeois existence which they carried on obscurely in 
out-of-the-way streets in all the usual subjection to law 
and social order, notwithstanding that the prinuiples they 
maintained were wild eiioufjh, as they thought themselves, 
and as many people thought, to upset all the foundations 
of society and blow the British Euipire out of its secure 
place in the protecting seas. Some of them were tried 
for high treason, no less, in those hot and exciting French 
Eevolution daya They were considered dangerous to 
their country and to religion, and to everything that, the 
ordinary mass holds sacred ; yet, nevertheless, lived very 
quiet, humdmm, citizens lives, guilty of little more than 
an occasional indulgence in what is enphemistically called 
"wine," and fighting very hardly for existence in the 
lower levels of literary work. They possess a certain 
importance in literary history, chiefly aa examples of 
that boundless undeigronnd of persevering labour which 
exists in every generation unseen, struggling with, yet 
clinging to, "the booksellers," concocting with them a 
hundred schemes which are as much " trade " on the 
one side as the other, furnishing series of hiatoriea, of 
biographies, of editions of the poets, in continued repeti- 
tion, yet fondly retaining still that hope of the dreaming 
fancy — 
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" To frame it knowa not wliat excelling thing, 
And win it knows not wKat sublime reward 
Of praise and honour." 

Godwin, who was the most remarkable member of 
this group, was at tlie same time the most striking ex- 
ample of its union of extravagant opinions and humdrum 
life. Twice during his career his house and name came 
before the world with an original and even dazzling 
identity, in strange discordance with the calm and trades- 
manlike tenor of his ordinary habits. One of these 
periods was that in which the phitosopber, with his bold ' 
and wild ppinions and prim pedantic yet romantic temper, 
found his mate in the beautiful and brave woman whose 
pensive countenance and untimely fate silence criticism, 
who was, like himself, a philosopher and sceptic, and 
whose name for long was the emblem of unwomanly 
revolutionism, regarded by the public with that horror 
which unbelief in a woman always inspires. Mary Woli- 
atonecraft was Godwin's wife for not more than a year, 
but this brief romance gives him an interest which does 
not really belong to him as a hmnan creature in his own 
right Some seventeen years lat«r the brilliant apparition 
of the young Shelley, sweetest, most visionary, and moat 
lawless of poets, crossed this humdrum life, and once more 
it blazes out for a moment upon the world. In neither in- 
stance is the light witliout painful and bitter shadows, but 
it interrupts with curious intensity as obstinate, serious, 
self-willed, and dull a career as ever London citizen lived 
among the dingy little streets, monotonous in a half twi- 
light of ordinariness and routine. CalA Williams and the 
Political Justice burst out of this gray existence as Mary 
Wollstonecraft and young Shelley broke into it; but the 
time illustrated by these luminous puints is as a half-hour 
in a long day of dull and regular occupation, domesticity, 
ebopkeepiug, homely meals, and humdrum surroundings. 



Tliei-e vf&i no wealth and little firace of aspect in this 
underground society, in the small houses and back par- 
lours which were in themselves so unheautiful ; and it is 
difficult, without some aid of money, to give interest to 
domestic surrounding, at least in a great monotonous 
town, wheie the idyllic is out of place, and such a happy 
thrifty home as that of Southey's among the mountains 
is impossible. The Holcrofts and Hazlitts had not the 
gift of Boswell to make the bustling old streets and dingy 
coffee-houses picturesque and animated, and the atmo- 
sphere is dull which breathes about them, although the 
Lambs would sometimes come arm-in-arm tA call, or 
Coleridge make his appearance looming largely against 
the sky, or Wordsworth pay a passing visit, bringing with 
him the breath of tbe bills. 

Otherwise we iind little beauty, either of temper 
or manners, in this little world of literatiuu It is hope- 
lessly plebeian and narrow, aelf-assertiug and self-re- 
peating. Except in the case of " Lamb, the frolic and 
tbe gentle," neither the conversations nor the letters are 
of a brilliant character that reach us out of that active, 
fluent, much-discussing, and reasoning conununity, where 
every individual possessed some notable features, and all 
were supposed to be, and believed themselves, guides of 
opinion and teachers of men. Upon the Lambs in their 
quaint city ebambera, tbe walls lined with dark "Ho- 
gartbs " and old books ; tbe -tables surrounded once a 
week with earnest wbist-players ; tbe supper spread on 
one side, cold beef and roast potatoes, and the kindest 
welcome^the spectator lingers lovingly. No such pan: 
as that brother and sister are in all the bands of their 
contemporaries : the tender love that braved every 
suffering undaunted — the forlorn delightful wit that 
made shift to smile amid ils tears — tbe union, passing 
that e\en of mairuige, of ^oimuoii misfortime, of heroic 
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self-devotion, of fraternity above all parallel^the patiencQ 
and the misery, and the peace and happiness, what words 
can do justice to them ? To see them in their low- 
roofed, dark little rooms up those stairs in tlie Temple, 
looking out upon the court, where, for pleasure and 
diversion, " there is a pump always going," and " the 
trees come in at the window, so that it is like living in 
q, garden :" or sitting together " in the front row of the 
pit at Drury Lane :" or taking their " evening walk, past 
the theatres, to look at the outside of them at least," 
tlirough the streets, all dim with smoky oil lamps, and 
twinkling shop-windows, and the news of battles and 
victories ciied about the pavements : or perhaps with a 
heartrending sympathy, to watch them turning sadly in 
their periodical pilgrimage towards the asylum, in which 
one of them had to spend half her life— "slowly 
pacing together a little footpath in Hoxton fielda, .both 
weeping bitterly" — is perhaps, of all the sights then pro- 
curable in England, the one most entirely touching. 
But it is not Charles and Mary Lamb that are our sub- 
jects, though they were by far the most attractive group 
in the literary community, quick and keen, and vivacious, 
and headstrong, hot in politics and obstinate in philoso- 
phy, which flourished in the narrow city streets, dining 
upon hot shoulders of mutton, and supping on pieces of 
cold beef, and contenting itself in its little sphere of 
limited enjoyment and middle-class atmosphere, as un- 
like as possible to the more elegant and bigger world of 
letters, which scarcely touched it in its totally different 
orbit above, 

William Godwin was the son of a dissenting minister 
in the country, a man of narrow but fervent religioiis 
zeal, " with ao great a disapprobation for the Church of 
England as rather to approve of his children absenting 
fi'om all public worship than joining in hev 
VOL. n. N 
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olTices," — one of a class which has supplied more largely, 
j)erhapa, than any other, the rank and file of literary 
workers. The position of a dissenting minister is, and 
still more was. one of considerable picturesqueuess and a 
sort of parailo.\iral interest : for while the ambition of 
the class invariably, or almost invariably, points towards 
letters and cnltivaliou, their generally hopeless coulinB- 
ment within a petty circle of uneducated and narrow- 
minded people gives them a bitter sense of exclusion 
from what they most desire, an exclusion which, without 
being really a wrong done to them by society, appears 
like one, and impresses the individual as a distinct per- 
sonal injury. " Their youthful hopes and vanity had 
been mortified in them," says Hazlitt, another branch of 
the same tree, and an excellent authority on the subject, 
" even in their boyish days, by the neglect and super- 
cilious regard of the world :" which perhaps may be ex- 
plained to mean that the world objected, under any 
circumstances, to accept the training of the dissenting 
colleges as equal to that of the universities, even though 
the dissenter might know himself, and might really be, 
infinitely more intellectual and cultivated than the Oxford 
pass-man ; or to grant to the preacher, whose sphere was 
confined to the lower and least instructed middle classes, 
the same position as the clergyman who, however poor, 
has still the possibility of high clerical rank and im- 
portance before him. 

This disadvantage, which is, we fear, still in many 
country circles unalterable, adds a persistent undertone of 
injured feeling, even now, to the sentiment of the clerical 
class in dissenting communities. Although their position 
has been greatly modified by the growth of so many 
wealthy and cultivated congregations in laige towns, it is 
still sufficiently affected by the same depressing iufiuence 
as to retain a certain injured tone, a mixture of self- 
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aaaertion and resentment, which, if not amiable, are yet 
Biifficiently natural feelinga; and this sense of injury 
gives a strong bias of sentiment to the democratic opinions 
generally prevalent among them. " Their eympatby was 
not with the oppressors, but the oppressed," Hazlitt adds, 
with a natural adoption of a most natural prejudice, as 
if the class he describes were really oppressed and not 
merely the victims of circumstance, suffering for their 
resistance to an accepted order of things whieh they pro- 
fessed to despise, and, according to their own principles, 
ought to have despised. We would not linger upon this 
definition of the dissenting minister and his place in the 
world if we did not feel the importance of it, in reference 
to the many writera expressing sentiments of extreme 
liberalism, both in religion and politics, who have come 
from this class. The sons of dissenting ministers are, in 
a manner, born heirs to this sense of wrong : they have 
a fanciful rank aa the most highly instructed in their 
own sphere, which the general world refuses to ratify. 
And those wht), setting out perhaps 'from no very elevated 
social level, enter life through this curious little side- 
door to letters and public influence, are apt to feel its 
restrictions all the more bitterly from the high expecta- 
tions of inexperience, to which society always seems more 
delightful and inspiring than reality shows it : and can 
scarcely help looking with scorn upon those no better, or 
probably much less capable than theia^elves, whom the 
world persistently ranks above them. Thoy are thus put 
on the side of all who have a grievance, all the world 
over. And yet the wraug is imaginaiy, tlie grievance 
only one of those sentimental grievances which cut deeper 
tlian actual wounds, yet are too wide and general to be 
anybody's fault. The principle of sectarianism, and the 
deification of individual opinion to which it leads, no 
doubt helps on the full development of every intellectual 
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vagary ; but we believe that the social disqualifications, 
which bring with them a profound sense of injury, not to 
he healed by any pi-actical success, have still more to do 
with this temleuey towards scepticism in religion and re- 
volutionism in jwlitica. Nor do we accuse dissenting 
ministers of any pettiness or conscious warp of feeling in 
tliis instinctive sentiment. No injury is so deep as sys- 
tematic disparagement, the allowed and instiiictiva im- 
putation of inferiority ; and when, in addition to the fact 
that there ia often no reason for it, there is added the 
other still more painful fact that there seems no help for 
it, it is impossible to wonder at the deep-lying resentment 
it produces^resentment as causeless and as hopelesa as 
iUelf. 

It was from this class of poor and etrongly-feeling 
men, whose position, had they been in the Chnrch of 
England, would have been that of the most conservative 
and eoiiatitutional of all poorly remunerated and hard- 
worked public ser\'ants, but who, out of it, were the 
natural champions of every infringed right| and warmest 
eager upholders of every democratic claim — men to whom 
every poor curate, no better off than themselves, embodied 
the principle of aristocracy and tyranny — that Godwin 
sprang. He began life a precociously rigid Calvinist, and 
at seventeen was rejected at Homerton Academy " on 
suspicion of Sandemanianism," the straitest form of the 
Calviniatic system. At Hoxton, where he entered on 
being thus repulsed, under an apparently milder sway, he 
maintained the doctrine of eternal puniabment against his 
tutor, and came out of college in his twenty-third year 
" as pure a Sandemanian as 1 bad gone in." But no 
sooner was he out of college than the conflicting tides of 
opinion seized liim, and " my religious creed insensibly 
degenerated," he suys. He was actually a dissenting 
minister at Ware, the religious iustructor of a congrega- 
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tioD, ■when his mind thus changed. Tliis modification of 
his views was brought about by contact with another 
member of the same profession, the Rev. Joseph Fawcetfc 
(it is curious how particular both Godwin and Hazlitt are 
in giving this unknown authority the title of Reverend), 
who was considered among hia contemporaries "a person 
of literary eminence," author of the Art of War, and a 
popular lecturer, but now altogether fallen out of know- 
ledge — "one of whose favourite topics was a declamation 
against the domestic affections." By the influence of 
Fawcett and the gradual development of his own mind, 
Godwin was brought, though not till after he had served 
another dissenting congregation for some two years aa 
their pastor — leaving them " in consequence of a dispute 
with my hearers on a question of Church discipline" — 
to abandon his profession and take to literature. By this 
time he Was gradually getting loose from religious faith 
altogether, plunging into the works of " the French philo- 
sophers," and, hke most of his generation, turning his 
eyes with more and more intense interest to the great 
drama then just beginning on the other side of the 
Channel, where every tie was philosophically unloosed 
before the great current of popular passion awoke to 
appal the theorists. It is curioua to think of Godwin, 
the future preacher of absolute theoretical lawlessness, he 
who believed ride and punishment to be conducive to 
vice, and marriage a pernicious institution, quarrelling 
with his congregation on a question of Church discipline. 
When he thus abandoned the career for which he had 
been trained, his first step was to go to London, and hia 
first idea to adopt literature as his profession, after the 
example of so many others : it was not, however, the 
modem version of the trade, but essentially the thread- 
bare and beggarly Grub Street form of it upon which 
Godwin entered. His Life of Lord Chatham, his fiist 
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literary performance, shows the ambition of an independ- 
ent writer : but as soon as he settled in London he seems 
to have fullen into the melancholy routine of a lit-erary 
hack. " My principal employment was now writing for 
the Eiiglish Review, published by Murray in Fleet Street, 
at two guineas the sheet, in which employment it was 
my utmost hope to gain twenty-four guineas per annum. 
This was probably the busiest period of my life ; in the 
latter end of 1783 I wrote, in ten days, a novel called 
Damon and Delia, for which Hookham gave me five 
guineas, and a novel in three weeks called Italian Letters.- 
purchased by Kobinson for twenty guineas ; and in the 
first four months of 1784 a novel called Imogen, a 
Pastoral Eomance, for which Vane gave me ten pounds." 
This was followed by " a small volume of my Sermons," 
dedicated to the Bishop oE Llandaff, and various trans- 
lations and book-work of different kinds. The literary 
hack of the present day may take comfort in seeing this 
list of the early and unremembered labours of a man 
whose reputation has already lasted a century, and whose 
position iu literature is so well defined. Notwitlistand- 
ing all that is said about the increase of popular literature 
and the unbounded feitiiity of the present generation in 
novel- writing, we believe there are now no literature 
shops where wares manufactured at this rate would sell 
in the same way. Eveu that branch of the craft which 
supplies the Family Herald and London Journal has 
encouragement to take more time at least upon its 
productions. 

Godwin lived in this way for about ten years, during 
which his creed underwent various modifications from 
Socinianism to Deism, and passed through many vague 
shades of sentiment in respect to the possible existence of 
God. He became, he says, " a complete unbeliever " in 
1787; but eveu that seems doubtful, since there are self- 



discussions on the subject at a later perinJ, and he did 
not hesitate to say, in a letter to hia niotlier, that he liad 
"faithfully endeavoured to improve the faculties and 
opportnuitiea God has given me" — thongh the words 
might be used in deference to the prejutlices of the very 
notable, pious, thrifty, and sensible old laJy, whose letters 
to her son {though without any commas) are about the 
most natural and wholesome things in Godwin's bjogi-aphy. 
He lived in homely lodgings in the Strand during this 
period, and occasionally saw very good company ; but all 
his intimate relations were with men of similar training 
and convictions to his own. He had a brother or two in 
town — not very creditable to their family, as appears from 
the mother's frequent eonmients and lamentations — and 
a sister who was established as a dressmaker ; and all his 
surroundings were of a humble class. 

When Godwin began his life in London there was also 
existing there among the shadows a sort of jovial Satyr, 
not of any class that was recognised by respectability, 
half parson, half doctor, an altogether lawless personage, 
whose career from beginning to end had httle in it but 
rude adventure and reckless living, but whose name can- 
not be omitted in any record of the literature of his 
period. John Wolcot, or Peter I'indar, as ha called 
himself, had gone thn>ugh a whole Odyssey befoi-e his 
appearance in the London streets as a man of letters and 
satirical poet. He had been brought up in the medical 
profession in his youth, but, going to Jamaica, had found 
apparently that it would suit his purposes better to be a 
olergyma«, and, accoiding to the easy methods of the 
time, came home and got himself ordained by the then 
Bishop of Loudon, for the advantage of his West Indian 
patients. When he came back finally to England he 
threw off the clerical character and resumed the medical; 
and wliile trying to establish himself in Cornwall in the 
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latter profession, pickeJ up as his snrjjery-boy a little 
Cornishrnan, a miuer's Bon, John Opie, who turned out to 
have what was cousidered at that time a genius for art 
It was the growing success of tliis young painter, whom 
he had honestly helped on aud furthered with all his 
power, that brought Wolcot to London ; and it was here 
apparently that the strange and abundant faculty of 
satiric verse which distinguished him found its way into 
public notice. He had aubjeeta in plenty ready to hia 
hand, and firat among them the quaint irrepressible figure 
of the old king George III., which shines in hia verse 
with a graphic individuality such as graver history rarely 
secures for ita heroes. It would be hard to call these 
mock odes and ballads ill-natured. They were calculated 
to make the monarch's august form ridiciiloua, and 
aharply point the ludicrous inappropriateness of such a 
mind as the possessor of royal power ; but at this distance 
the fun and sport and spontaneous overflowing laughter 
of the satirist, and the perfect and laughable distinctness 
of the figure he seta before us, are far more conspicuous 
than any political mischief that could have been in them. 
The story of the Dumpling, over which the inquiaitive 
king puzzled bia brains to know how the apples got into 
it, and the visit of his Majesty to ^Vhitbread's brewery, 
are still as amusing as when tliey were written ; and few 
of the peraonages in grave historical biography stand out 
with half the force which characterises this careless light- 
hearted picture, in which the fun is ao much more pro- 
minent than the satire. 



"Now did his majeatj so graciona say 
To Mr. Wliitbrwid in hia Hying way, 

' Whithread, d'ya nick th' excisemen now and then I 
Hk, Whilbread, when d'ye think to leave off trade 1 
Hte? what! Miaa Whitbread's still a maid, a maid! 

What, what's the maner with the men) 
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" 'D'ye hunt?— hsB, hunt! No, no, you are too old — 
You'll be lord raaj'r — lord may'r one day — 
Yes, yes, I've heard bo — yen, yes, so I'm told : 

Don't, don't the fine for sherilf ]iay — 
m prick you ev'ty year, man, I declare: 
Yea, Whitbread — yes, yea — you shall be lord may'r, 

" 'Whitbread, d'ye keep a coach, or job one, pray ? 

Job, job, that's cheapest — yes, that's best, that's best-— 
Tou put your liy'riea on your draymen — hio? 

Hie, Wliitbread 1 — You have feather'd well your nest. 
What, what's the price now, hie, of all your stock ? 
But, Whitbread, what's o'clock, pray, what's o'ctockV 

" Now Whitbread inward said, ' May I be curst 
If I know what to answer first ;' 
Tlien seai-cli'd his brains with ruminating eye — 

But e'er the man of malt an answer found. 

Quick on his heel, lo, majesty tum'd round, 

Skipp'd off, and baulk'd the pleasure of reply." 

As an example of personal poiiraitnre, distinct aa 
photography and far more life-like, there could not be 
anything better than tliia. The malice has all evaporated 
out of it, but the amusing reality remains. 

Wolcot treated a large number of his contemporaries 
as he treated George III., taising them off with infiuite 
fun and fi-olic, and with a sense of enjoyment in that 
mahciouB pleasantry whicJi takes the bitterness out of it ; 
but the mimicry was so complete and the range so wide 
that Peter Pindar was as much dreaded by his possible 
victims as laughed over by the public, on whom he 
lavished the riotous outpourings of his mirth in the shape 
of little poetical pamphlets, which flew from hand lo 
band. He was bribed by Government at last, it is said 
by a pension, but that is a story of doubtful authority. 
There seems no doubt, however, that he did execute an 
arrangement with the booksellers which must have de- 
lighted him fleartily for the sake of the practical joke 
that was in it. He got tiiem to grant him au annuilv 
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of £250 a year for the copyright of his works, and lived 
for more tlian twenty years in the enjoyment of thia 
pension, when the works in question had sunk into the 
limbo of publications out of date. Prabably this amused 
Lira as much as any "taking off" he ever succeeded in. 
His personal appearances are few in the society of hia 
time. Gifford, provoked by some of bis many assaults, 
published an epistle to Peter Pindar, all pompous abuse 
and rancour, without a gleam of the witty malice of his 
antagouiat, in which Wolcot is described as 

"A bloated mass, a gross blood-boltered clod; 
A foe to man, a renegade from God." 

This, apparently, was too much for the temper of the 
satirist, who waylaid Gifford and attacked him with a 
cudgel ; which, however, it was said, was turned against 
himself, and the result was a beating and humiliation, 
not to the Quarterly pLBviewer, who, we feel sure, deserved 
it much more, but to Peter. " A Cut at a Cobbler " was 
bis revenge. Such squabbles, however, are too petty to 
deserve a record. Wolcot seems to have been a Bohemian 
of the coarsest type, although, curiously enough, the finest 
of fine personages, Beukford, the author of Vathelc, is 
one of the few to speak for him, describing him as "a 
. dehghtful companion, and the best storyteller he ever 
heard ;" and we beat of him afterwards as showing 
magnanimous courtesy to another writer of the refined 
and cultured type, Isaac D'IsraeU, than whom no man 
could be more unlike himself 

Wolcot is little more than a digression from our im- 
mediate subject, for his home would seem to have been 
in the darker depths of town life, not among our decent 
'bourgeoisie of literature ; and we return to the circle whose 
homely life and high ambitions are our itnmediate sub- 
ject iu the person of Thomas Holcroft, who was one of 
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the Mends and intimates of Godwin, and belonged to the 
same sphere. Holcroft, however, was of lower origin 
than the minister's son. He was the son of a shoemaker, 
and himself spent a portion of hia youth in that specu- 
lative trade, varying it with the hfe of a groom in traiiiiug- 
Etables at Newmarket — until he suddenly found that he 
could write, and that the editor of a London evening 
paper would give him five shillings a column for his pro- 
ductions. But neither literature nor ahoemakiug got him 
bread, and he was about to enlist in the East India 
Company's Service when he was picked up by a theatrical 
reeniiter in search of odd men, and thus began his con- 
nection with the theatre. Hia autobiography, which is a 
fine and original piece of writing, though he had no 
education but what he had himself picked up at chance 
momenta in stables or on roadsides, breaks off at this 
period, giving ua very little information except in respect 
to his youthful experiences as stable-boy and graom ; and 
when years after he re-emerges into sight in Loudon, he 
is already permanently established as a play writer and 
general entrepreneur in literature. It would be rash to 
say that Holcroft was the originator of the system of 
adaptation from the French, which has so largely tinctured 
the dramatic literature of our own time ; but we are not 
aware that it had been further exercised than in trans- 
lations and borrowings from Moliere and other establishes! 
writers, wlien the Figaro of Eeaumarchais created an 
excitement in Paris which roused the interest of London 
managers. Holcroft had no sooner heard of this than lie 
determined to rush over to Paris (not so easy a master in 
those days) to make himself master of the new production. 
It was not printed, and the French manager -had no idea 
of communicating the new work to an English stranger ; 
it was necessary, tlierefore, to resort to other means. 
Holcroft accordingly, with the help of a French coadjutor, 
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adopted an orif^nal plan. They went to the theatre 
" everj' night, a week or ten days successively," and 
learned the play by heart. It was translated immediately, 
and produced in London very shortly afterwards ; and for 
this, which hia biographer justly says was due " more to 
Mr. Holcroft's industry and enterprise than to his genius," 
he received six hundred pounds, " besides a considerable 
sum for the copyright." This was in the days when 
France was lying in the calm of expectancy before the 
storm, dreaming fine philosophical dreams of human per- 
fectibility and the rights of man, and applauding, without 
B notion of what might come of it, Figaro's satirical com- 
mentary on the Count's advantages and qualities, " Qu'avez 
voua fait pour tant de bieu ? voua vous f tes donn^ ]a 
peine de naltre, et rien de plus." A little later Holeroft 
translated the works of the King of Prussia in " twelve 
or thirteen volumes," at which he worked night and day 
in order not to be forestalled, and for which he received 
twelve hundred pounds. It is a feature of the time as 
much as any other, that it should have been worth a 
publisher's while to give so lai^e a sum for the " works 
of the King of Prussia." Unless his Majesty kept a 
private journal full of State secreta and gossip, no such 
trade importance would attend hia productions now. 

These strenuous exertions, not of a much higher class 
of labour than the paternal shoemaking, kept life afloat. 
But some of Holcroft's plays had real vitality, and one at 
least, the Mood to Ruin, still maintains its place upon the 
stage. 

Another member of the group was Mrs. Inehbald, 
whom the others admired and applauded — a beautiful 
aud brilliant woman, poor but provident, who had been 
from early youth dependent upon her oivn exertions, and 
)iad kept her reputation and her freshness through the 
vicissitudes of an actress's life, before she came to the 
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more peaceful career of a successful author. Otlier 
figures flit to and fro through .the misty scene. Eitson, 
the savage editor of the early English ballads, of whom 
there is an uncomfortable sketch in the life of Scott, and 
wliose wild temper and vegetarian crotcheta have found 
B more permanent place in history than his collections ; 
and on the other extreme of sentimental gentility. Merry, 
and the other melodious elaborate songsters of the so- 
catled Delia Crusca School, upon whom Gifford directed 
his bitter and spiteful satires. At a later period Hazlitt 
joined this literary circle, then Leigh Hunt ; and it began 
to be assailed as the " Cockney School " when Blackwood's 
Magazine and its skirmishers came into being. The 
epitliet would be most completely merited but for the 
contempt implied. Tliey were all Londoners, citizens 
living a homely town life, deep down underneath all the 
glitter of fashion, having their shabby meetings, their 
thrifty simple dinners — Lamb's card parties on the 
Wednesday being by far the finest things we hear of; — 
but always respectable in this, that they worked hard, 
and were constantly at work, with eyes open to every 
possibility of a want in the way of literature which the 
British public might deign to exhibit. They earjied their 
living as laboriously as any other trade then going, and 
after they had earned it, yet added a virtue, and produced 
Bome fine fleur of intelligent observation, some tale or 
piece of reasoning which was their present to the world. 
Had anything but literature been their profession, a better 
example of the brotherliness and clinging together of a 
kindly craft and trade could not be, nor of the industry 
and perseverance which are the best preservatives of the 
working man. Whatever irregnlarities might be in their 
lives, they held close to their work, and stood by each 
other with exemplary fidelity. If the venerable popular 
fiction as to the rivalries, quarrels, and mutual hatred of 



literary peraons were Dot so deeply rooted, we might hope 
that this example among so many would make an end of 
the prejudice. 

Nevertheless, as they were not perfect, quarrels did 
arise in the little cdmraunity — hurricanes of sudden wrath 
from time to time. In Godwin's case these little discord- 
ances, diinAlis as he calls them, were often very hot and 
stiff. "The same calm temperament which enabled him 
to dispense with much which is often thought of the 
essence of religion, seems to have kept him fn^e from any 
feeling which can be called love," says Mr. Kegan Paul 
in his biography, " except the one great passioa of his 
life : and even this was conducted with extreme outward 
and apparent phlegm. Friendship stood to him in the 
place of passion, as morality was to him in the room of 
devotion. All the jealousies, misunderstandings, wounded 
feelings, and the like, which some men experience in their 
love affairs, Godwin suffered in his relations with his 
friends. Fancied slights were exaggerated ; quarrels, 
expostulations, reconciliations, followed quickly on each 
other, as though they were true amantium irce. And his 
relations with women were for the most part the same as 
those with men. His friendships were as real with the 
one as with the other, hut they were no more than friend- 
ships." We must give one example of these storms, 
which is tragi-comic in the highest degree. What its 
occasion was has been long forgotten, but here is the fierce 
little eyiistle which Holcroit, his friend and brother, dis- 
charged at Godwin on some one of the small provocations 
of ortlinary life : — 

" Sia — I write to inform you that instead of seeing you at dinner 
to-morroWj I desire never to see you more, being detetmined never 
to have any further intercourse with yon of any kind. 

T, HOLCBOM. 



* I shall behave, aa becomes an liouest and honourable n 
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Tcjnembers not only what is due to others but to himealf. They 
■e indelible, irrevocable, injuries that will not endure to he men- 
tioned. Such is the one you have committed on the man who 
'Would have died to save you." 

This letter, postscript, italics, and all, ia a typical 
example of the kind of correspondence which is called 
feminine, hut which ia no more confined to the intercourse 
of women than are many other things which the language 
of society appropriates to them. The helligerents made 
it up, we need hardly say, and were soon a.s warm friends 
as before. 

The dawn of the French Eevolution, which was the 
great event of the time, and to which the historian in 
every sphere must perforce return again and .'^;ain, had 
an even greater effect upon Godwin and his friends than 
it had upon the musing and serious mind of Wordsworth. 
Holcroft had already some acquaintance with France, and 
no doubt had drawn in a little of the contagion of those 
opinions which had leavened French society, and made it 
possible for Figaro, with his free comments, to he listened 
to and applauded ; and as the tide of Eevolution rose a 
great excitement rose within the bosoms of those eager 
thinkers and obser^'ers scattered over London. One of 
the smaller singers of the time, Helen Maria Williams — 
who in her youth had figured in Dr. Johnson's society, 
one of the ladies with whom he drank innumerable cups 
of tea — and who had even held some correspondence with 
Bums : had lately returned from a residence in France, 
where slie had known many of the phOosophers and 
revolutionaries, and at her lodging in London the men of 
the little society would meet and talk as name after name 
came uppermost. The enthusiasm which Wordsworth has 
described was swelling everywhere — 

" Gootl was it in that diiwii to be ali\'e, 
Aud to be young w.is very heaven !" 



For was it not the Biiiiriae of freedom, and of a iiniverBal 
bettering of mankind and purifying of the world ? Now 
at last, for the first time, the cliains and trammels im- 
posed upon the race by tyranny and unjust laws being 
thrown off, was the world to gain aasurance of what man 
was, how noble, how generous, how largely endowed. 
Godwin and his friends were no longer young, but their 
political opinions were all the stronger and more rigid 
from the absence of that fluid atmosphere of youth ; and 
if they had less chance of seeing the complete and gloriou3 
renovation of everything earthly which was about to take 
place, they were still young enough to lend a helping 
hand to its completion. TJiey formed themselves into a 
club of Eevolutionists^ — before which it is curious to hear 
one of its members preach, at a city meeting-house, with 
some inaugural services of a religious character — and 
exchanged addresses and congratulations with the French 
leaders. The letters of this obscure knot of petty citizens, 
with scarcely one name of any note among them, to the 
men who had seized the very helm of State and were 
masters for the time of the fortunes of a great nation, are 
wonderful in their calm assumption of equal importance 
and similar hopes : and still more amazing is the didactic 
verbosity with which they address their compliments to 
the Convention, " So admirable and illustrious an 
example cannot be lost," is the language of one letter; 
" the proceedings of the people of France will secure tran- 
quillity and all the virtues of patriqtism to theraselvea. and 
a dawn of justice and moderation to surrounding nations." 
It is curious that while we are thus informed on every 
side of the excitement and enthusiasm caused by the 
Eevolution, we have so little opportunity of judging of 
the impression produced by the blood and horror that so 
soon followed that wonderful dawn of promise. Words- 
worth alone unfolds the alarmed pause and tremor of 
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■spirit, the shock and pang of disappointment which had so 
■great an effect upon his mind. That there remained in 
lingland, notwithstanding all that happened, a strong party 
opposed to all hostile intervention on the part of England, 
"which considered the declaration of wai which followed as 
a. sort of national crime, and whose faith in the ultimate 
justice of the French canse was strong enough to live 
through the Terror itself, is evident ; but we have to trust 
to onr imagination to picture forth what were the feelings 
"with which English sympathisers must have looked on 
'wliile the new-bom Freedom rolled her garments in hlood, 
and all the frenzies of a mad populace were displayed 
"before high heaven. In the case of political partisans and 
philosophers, the eflect no doubt was less than that pro- 
duced on younger and simpler enthusiasts, and there is no 
evidence that Godwin, for instance, was moved hy it 
at all. 

In the meantime, these English sympathisers had a 
little excitement of their own. Twelve members of the 
Eevolutionist Club, of whom Holcroft was one, were 
indicted in London for high treason, as Muir and Palmer 
had been in Scotland. Godwin was not included in the 
number, for he was not given to \'ioIent speech, and con- 
sistently disapproved in his calm philosophy of all violent 
action ; but he appeared instantly in print on their behalf, 
describing the accusation against them as " an attempt to 
take away the lives of men by a constructive treason, and 
out of many points, no one of which was capital, to com- 
pose a capital crime." If there was, however, any inten- 
tion on the part of the Government to hang or behead 
this group of intellectual rebels, which seems extremely 
unlikely, it was at once balked by the jruy, which acquitted 
the first brought before them. Holcroft, who had delivered 
himself up when he heard of the prosecution, unneces- 
sarily, and with a somewhat melodramatic determination 
VOL. II. 
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to identify himself and not accept the loophole of escape 
held out to him by the unwilling judge before whom he 
appeared — was kept for a week or two iii Newgate await- 
ing the trial which, ao far as be was concerned, never 
came. He supposed that he was the object of a more 
subtle prosecution afterwards, that his plays failed, and 
theatrical managers and audiences were prejudiced against 
him by the Govemraent and ita myrmidous. AVhether 
this was the case or not it is now impossible to tell : but 
it might well enough be that the public, frightened to 
death by all that was going on in France, and full of the 
same unreasoning prejudice which in Minburgh believed 
an innocent gentlewoman to decapitate chickens (by way 
of practice) with a toy guillotine, might for this reason 
have turned against the candidate for its favour. 

Godwin, however, shaped his political utterance in a 
different way. When his more excitable associates were 
getting themselves into notoriety by noisy defiances of the 
Grovernment, he was evolving in his steady yet fantastic 
brain his theory of what he called Political Justice. It 
was a theory extremely captivating to the mind of his time, 
to which Political Freedom was the last great discovery, 
a principle from which every good was to spring. God- 
win's conception of Justice as the ruling principle of 
government was another name for absolute and boundless 
freedom. All laws, of whatsoever kind, all natural pre- 
possessions, such as the preference which it is usual for a 
man to entertain for the members of his individual family, 
every restrictive power of government, every penalty ex- 
acted for the infringement of law, were breaches of this 
fundamental principle— aa was also the idea of property 
and bonds of every kind, social or spiritual In creating 
a duty according to this theory, you created a wrong, and 
the sole rule of perfection was that every man should do 
■what was right in hh own eyes. Koiisseau had given the 
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world to understand that all government was founded on 
a Social Contract, the bargain by which men gave up a 
little of their natural freedom for the protection of law, 
and security of their lives and possessions. But Godwin 
abjured this expedient, and deuounced all possessions, all 
securities, everytldng that involved the infi'iiigement of 
another's right to do what he pleased, as contraiy to the 
supreme sway of justice. AH law for him wag wrong. 
He was no revolutionary: violence of any kind was out 
of his thoughts : he disapproved even, or at least was dis- 
posed to discountenance, all sudden changes. But in his 
decent obscurity, in the humdrum life and surroundinge, 
where he lived " indifferent honest," paying his way, 
iufringing no law — this was his philosophical settlement 
of the complicated affairs of earth. It extended to every 
ride of the family as well as the Stata " Marriage is 
law, and the worst of laws," he says: for naturally there 
is nothing which interferes in so fundamental a way with 
personal freedom. " Marriage is an affair of property, and 
the worst of all properties." It was, therefore, such a 
breach of justice as the human race ought not to endure. 
Education, in like manner, was an infringement of justice, 
since it was, he thought, " no more legitimate to make 
boys slaves than to make men so. No creature in human 
form will be expected to learn anything but because he 
desires it." Thus, his theory of absolute right was to 
liberate man from every cliain of duty and every rule of 
law, to abolish force and punishmeut, and to leave to 
every individual the undisturbed privilege of doing what 
lie pleased. "Give to a State liberty enough" is his 
crowning sentiment, " and it is impossible that sin should 
exisit in it." 

We are apt to believe that men who profess such 
principles do so in the interests of the lawless and criminal, 
and that a desire to shake off the bonds of morality is at 



196 



THE LITERABY mSTORV OF 






the bottom of every auch system. But it would be doing 
injustice to Godwin to suppose this. He married his own 
wife honestly and fairly, notwithstanding his opinions : 
and those who make it a reproach to him that at a later 
period he insisted, contrary to his own system, on secur- 
ing his daughter's rights and that of her child to fnture 
wealth and position by this very expedient of marriage 
which he had condemned, forget that he had adopted it in 
his own case, and had not shown any inclination to live 
without the sanction required by the existing code of the 
country. He was, indeed, one of those unusual though 
not altogether singular men, who are able to set forth and 
reason out to its logical (however impossible) end, the 
most deeply reaching and universally applicable phil- 
osophy, without feeling themselves under any practical 
necessity either to embrace it themselves or to apply it 
to others. He was no missiouary. He asked no man to 
act upon what he said, nor did he feel impelled to act 
upon it himself. His theory was independent of any of 
those limits which must have been imposed upon it, had 
the need of making it practicable occurred to him. 

And at the same time, it is only just to add, that the 
real soul of his theory and that which commended it to 
enthusiast minds, was not the opening to universal license 
which it seemed to admit, but the generosity of virtue 
which it made possible, and the boundless trust in human 
nature which it set forth. " Impossible that vice should 
exist " in a State if it had but " liberty enough "? Man- 
kind, universally, in its graver moments, knowing itself, 
has hut one opinion as to the folly of such a sentiment. 
But, notwithstanding, it was and is a beautiful sentiment, 
full of chivalrous aud magnanimous feeling, and the poetry 
of that faith in Man, the image of God, which has inspired 
more or less all great movements. Tlie philosophy which 
is in fashion in our own day has taken a completi;!y 
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different tiim, and knows of nothing but Law, rigid j 
unalterable, a system of which man is the puppet. But 
Godwin's tlieory was founded upon a lofty, if entirely 
overweening estimate of the powei, independence, and 
natural virtue of mankind. L«ft entirely to his own 
instincts, to his own sense of what was yood and what 
bad, undemoralised by fictitious restraints, judging for 
himself, guided by himself, it was a fine and noble idea 
that man would at once reach a state of high and volun- 
tary virtue. His capacity for this, nay, the certainty that 
if left to himself he would prove his possession of every 
noble quality, was at the bottom of all those impassioned 
claims of right, and assertions of universal liberty, which 
were the language of the time ; and a passionate faith in 
human nature, a faith far superior to all teachings, either 
of reason or experience, was its inspiration. It does 
not seem necessary, however, to such a mind as Godwin's 
that he should even have possessed this faith. His pas- 
sionless intelligence wrought out his theory witliout any 
concern for its application or practical use. It was a 
matter of logic to him, and fuudamental truth. For hi.=i 
own part, he did nothing to disturb the constitution of 
existing things, had no objection to shape his course by 
it — and while hiying down one law, obeyed another with 
great composure and unbroken phlegm, notwithstanding 
that he had that moment denounced it as a wrong to 
humankind. " I never for a moment," he says, " ceased 
to disapprove of mob government and violence, and the 
impnlses wliich men, collected together in multitudes, 
produce on each other. I desired such political changes 
only as should flow purely from the clear light of the 
understanding, and the erect and generous feelings of the 
heart." 

To " place the principles of pohties on an immovable 
basis," and to supply " a less faulty work " than that of 
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Montesqaieu, was Godwin's professed purpose in the 
composition of this work, and it was evidently the subject 
of much discussion and expectation among the congenial 
minds aurroimding him. During the year 1792 he 
describes himself as being " in the singular position of an 
author, possessing some degree of fame for a work still 
unfinished and unseen." When it was published, how- 
ever, a theory so novel and extraordinary met with some- 
what harsh criticism even from the hands of those with 
whom the author had tuken counsel, and with whom he 
had reasoned, if not of "Fate — free-will, foreknowledge 
absolute," and t!ie ways of God to man, yet upon tlie sub- 
jects which had replaced these ; " self-love, sympathy, and 
perfectibility, individual and general . , . justice and 
disinterest." The same journal which informs ns of the 
p'erpetual talks and discussions on these subjects, in wliich 
the philosophical friends indulged, records also the unkmd 
reception his system of thought met with from them. 
" Home Tooke tells me my book is a bad book, and will 
do a great deal of harm," he aays. " Holcroft . . . said 
the book was written with very good intentions, but, to 
be sure, nothing could he more foolish." These were two 
of the Revolutionists whom Godwin stood stoutly by when 
they were arrested on the imposing charge of high treason, 
and their criticism must have had a Erntns-tonch of un- 
expectedness. But there were many consolatory evidences 
of sympathy and approval to restore the author's confi- 
dence, and he would seem even to have been able to 
pei'suade himself that his views were popular, as will 
appear from the following note: — 

" la October I went into Wonricloliire on a visit to Dr. Parr, 
who had eamestlj sought the acquaintance and intimacy of the 
author of Polilicul Jmiice. M7 position on these occasions was a 
sinpilar one ; there waa not a person almost in town or village who 
had luiy acquaintance with modem publications that had not heard 



oi' tlie Enquiry concerning Political JvMite, or that was not acquainted 
in a great or small degree with the contents of that work. I was 
nowhere a etranger. The doctrines of that work (though, if any 
hook ever contdned the dictates of an independent mind, mine 
might pretend to do so) coincided in a great degree with the eenti- 
ments then prevailing in English society, and I was everywhere 
received with curioeity and kindness. If temporary fame was ever 
an object worthy to he coveted by the human mind, I certainly 
obtained it in a degree that has seldom been exceeded." 

It is difficult to believe that any appreciable amouut 
of general approval could be given to such a theory at 
any time, but aa a matter of fact this publication, which 
affronted all the world's prejudices and most people's con- 
victions, had the sanction of that prosaic but very real 
test, profit, to justify its author's idea of its popularity. 
Godwin received no leas a sum tliaa seven hundred 
poimda for hia treatise, and it made hioi very widely and 
generally known, creating much interest and some euthu- 
Biaam. " "We axe told," saya a coutemporar}', " that the 
poorest mechanics were known to club subscriptions for 
ita purchase;" and even such an authority as Soiithey 
declares that, " faulty as it is in many parts, there ia a 
mass of truth in it that must make every man think." 
"So work in our time," says Hazlitt, "gave such a blow 
to the phOosophical mind of the country ;" and the same 
authority speaks of its author aa blazing " like a sun in 
the Jiraianient of reputation — uo one more talked of, raoto 
looked up to, more sought after." It is while recording, 
twenty-five years later, the entire overthrow of this re- 
putation that the essayist describes-^ with no doubt 
some exaggeration — ita extent and power. 

"Was it for this that our young gownsmen of the greatest ex- 
pectation and promise — versed in classic lore, skilful in dialectics, 
armed at all points for the foe, well read, well nurtured, well pro- 
vided for^ — left the University and tlie prospect of lawn eleevBI^ "1 
tearing asunder the shax^kles of the free-bom spirit and the cobwebs 
uf school divinity, to throw themselves at tie feet of the naw Gam- 
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oliel and lenm wisdom from him 1 Was it for this that atudenta at 
the bar, acut«, inquisitive, eceptical (hei« only wild enthusiaata), 
n^lected for a while the paths of preferment aiid the law as too 
narrow, tortuous, and unseemly to bear the pure and broad light of 
reason ? Was it fur this thnt students in medicine miased their way 
to lectureships and the top of their profeadon, deeming lightly of 
the health of the body and dreaming only of the renovation of 
society and the march of the mind ) Was it for this, etc. etc., that 
Mr. Godwin himself sat with arms folded, and 'like Catc gave liia 
little Senate luwa ' 1 or rather like Prospero, uttered syllables that, - 
with their enchanted breath, were to change the world, and might 
almost stop the stars in their courses?" 

This hyperbole, worthy of one of the chief members of 
the Cotkuey school, who has himself dropped into the 
mista of forgoLfulneas, is no donljt very extravagant. 
"The young gownsmen" who threw themselves at God- 
win's feet are represented to us by no more (and at the 
same time no less) than young Shelley, who long after, in 
the flush of yontlifu! caprice and contradiction, flung him- 
self body and soul into the city shop and back parlour, to 
which by that time the philosopher had retired ; the other 
youths who formed this enthusiastic train, resolve them- 
selves into a few unknown and luckless lads, whose names 
appear in the list of Godwin's correspondents, but no- 
where else. Still there is no doubt that this strange 
essay in revolutionary philosophy attracted far more notice 
and comment than philosophical essays even of the highest 
pretensions are apt to attain. 

A year after the publication of the Political Justice, 
Godwin produced Caleb Williains, the work by which he 
is now most generally known. This extraordinaty book 
has had a career — if we may use such a word in reference 
to a book — as extraordinary as itself The subject is 
painful, and destitute of all the usual attractions of 
romance ; tHe characters are vague and abstract, embodied 
principles rather than men (for women do not exist in its 
pages); and the style, though clear and lucid, has nn 
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speciai charm to fascinate the reader. Yet it hna held ita 
place from that time to this with the most curious 
tenacity, and could not be left out of any record of 
literature, though probably not a tenth part of the reading 
public has ever seen a page of it. It has stamped itself 
upon its age in all its harsh and unattractive force, and 
cannot be ignored. It ia the parent of Mrs. Shelley's 
Fi-anhenstdn, and poesoased of aomething of the same 
weird faacination. From beginning to end it ia the con- 
flict of two minds which ia brought before us— the one 
in deaperate defence of a terrible secret, the other inquisi- 
tive and prying till he has discovered it, and pursued by 
the consequences of bis discovery afterwards as by an 
implacable fate. The story ia in aR likebhood known to 

, the reader, though he may never have met with the book, 
Falkland, a vague Grandison of a sterner type, without 

, any love-making on his hands, and of small stature, — a 
curious departure from the recognised type of hero, which 
embodies every excellence, physical as well as moral, — 
attracts the warmest admiration and affection of Caleb 
WHliams, the orphan youth whom he takes into his house 
and establiahes as his secretary and favourite. Tet 
nevertheless when the young man hears the tala of a 
crime in which Falkland's name had been momentarily 
entangled, a suspicion immediately springs up in his 
bosom that this and nothing else is the secret of his 
master's melancholy. Falkland is a man of fortune and 
character— a preux chevalier of spotleaa honour, honest 
and generous, the champion of the poor, and the refuge of 
afflicted' merit of every kind. The only ahadow which 
has creased his path ia that cauaed by the myaterioua 
murder of a man who had been his persistent enemy and 
rival, and who had just insulted him in the moat un- 
pardonable way before meeting his death. Before, how- 
ever, suspicion has had time to form against him, Falk- 
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hnd defies and confroDts it by detoanding an instnnt 
investigalioD, and by producing what Heem to be 
triumphant proofs of his innocence, which is soon after 
established beyond all possibility of doubt by the convic- 
tion of a farmer and his son, whom the murdered man 
bad treated most cruelly, and whose guilt is brought 
home to them by the most conclusive proofs of circmn- 
atantial evidence. "When this story is told to Caleb 
Williams, notwithstanding his profound veneration for his 
employer, the question, What if Falkland were the 
murderer after all? flashes across his mind and will not 
be shut out. The instant consciousness of the lad's sus- 
picion, which the reader is allowed to perceive in Falkland, 
converts him immediately to Caleb's opinion, and the 
short but exciting conflict of curiosity on the one side and 
fierce fear and self-defence on the other, has a painful 
interest which it is impossible to resist. But before the 
struggle has gone far, Falkland has been wound to such a 
pitch of agony, that, finding Caleb on the eve of investi- 
gating a certain chest, in which it is to be supposed the 
proofs of his crime are hiildeUj he suddenly brings the 
situation to a close by confessing that Caleb's guess is 
right, and that he is indeed, notwithstanding that the 
luckless Hawkins has died for it, the murderec of TyrreL 
This striking incident has given its name to the drama 
founded upon Godwin's tale, which still retains its intereat, 
and has reappeared upon the stage in very recent days, 
the Iron Chest. 

The rest of the tale is occupied by Falkland's deadly 
and relentless pursuit of the youth to whom he has thus 
been forced to unbosom himself, and whom he over- 
whelms with false accusations, imprisons, pursues, forces 
out of every refuge in which he has hid himself, until at 
last the unfortunate young man is driven to the point of 
denouncing his persecutor. That all this time Caleb 
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should retain his affection for his master, and consider his 
secret as inviolable, seemed qnite natural to the reader as 
to the victim, whose faith in his former benefactor is 
scarcely even shaken by the fact that he has been guilty 
of one cowardly murder and haa permitted two innocent 
people to die in his stead ; and this, it is needless to say, 
infers a wonderful amount of power in the carrj-ing out 
of the strange story. When the unfortunate Caleb, 
apprehended a second time on a false charge, and seeing 
himself on the verge of a hopeless imprisonment, bursts 
forth at last with his accusation, he is overwhelmed by 
remorse before he gets to the end of it, and the conflict 
of fine sentiment between him, the accuser, and Falkland, 
who, worn and emaciated, has come to hear the charge 
against him, is kept up to the end. " Mr. Falkland is of 
a noble nature," cries the young man when he has told 
his extraordinary and incredible story, at which all the 
assembly is gaping ; " I proclaim to all the world that 
Mr. Falkland is a man worthy of, affection and kindness, 
and that I am myself the basest and most odious of 
mankind." The criminal whose guilt he has just de- 
nounced is not to be outdone in high-flown generosity : 
" He rose from bis seat, supported by his attendants, and 
to my infinite astonishment threw himself into my arms. 
'•Williams,' he said, ' you have conquered ; I see too late 
the greatness and elevation of your luind :' " and deter- 
mined not to outlive his reputation he dies, leaving his 
accuser in agonies of remorsa 

The struggle thus terminated is the sole subject of the 
tale, for the story of Tyrrel and the events which led to 
hia murder are merely reported to Caleb, and are of the 
slightest and most conventional description, without a 
touch of human nature or individuality. Nor is there 
one character in the book which can be said to take hold 
upon tlie reader. The hero and bis adversary are abstrac- 
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tiona, representalivea on one side of what the author 
supposes an elevated sense of honour, and on the other of 
intellectual curiosity. It is little recommendation to the 
public to say of a work of fiction that it embodies a 
philosophical theory, and probably very few who read the 
book now have the remotest idea what the principle was 
which it is intended to set forth — but nothing can he 
more distinct, when the attention is directed to it, than 
the meaning of the writer in this extraordinary tale. 
With a curious arttessnesB, as in a child's fable, he seta 
forth his moral : tiie fact that punishment must follow 
crime is the wrong upon which eveiything turns. But 
for this Falkland would have repented of bis murder in a 
gentlemanly way becoming his character, and all would 
have been well ; it is the existence of a degrading penalty, 
which he cannot endure to contemplate, which compels 
him to permit the execution of the two innocent victims, 
and to shower miseries upon tlie unfortunate Caleb 
Williams, who has no desire to denounce him, but whose 
" elevation and greatness of mind " he does not appreciate 
till the end. Caleb himself feels to his heart the mistake 
he has made in letting loose the terrors of the law upon 
the magnanimous and noble sufferer — - a step which is 
alien to all his intentions, and to which he is driven only 
by desperation. The evils of judicial interference with 
the natural progress of the mind are brought in over and 
over again in the minor details of the picture. The scene 
in the prison, where Caleb is placed by Falkland on a 
false charge of robbery, has none of the riot and reckless 
jollity which other writers of the day putiinto the same 
scenes. Each prisoner is overwhelmed with "his own 
internal anguish," and if a brawl does occur among them, 
it failes into speedy silence amid the preoccupied and 
thoughtful felons. " We talk of instruments of torture," 
cries the narrator ; " Englishmen take credit to themselves 
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for having banished the iise of them from their happy 
sliore. Alas ! he that has observed the secrets of a prison 
well knows there is more torture in the Ungering existence 
of a criminal, in the silent intolerable minutes that he 
spends, than in the tangible miseiy of whips and racks." 
On another occasion Caleb finds refuge with a romantic 
band of robbers, who act on the Robin Hood principle of 
taking solely from the rich and helping the poor. " I 
saw and respected their good qualities and their virtues," 
he says: "1 wag by no means inclined to believe thera 
worse men or more hostile in their dispositions to the 
welfare of their species than the generality of those that 
look down upon them with the most censure." And Mr. 
Raymond, the head of this virtuous band, makes it clear, 
considering the question with great impartiality, that he 
and his followers are more sinned against than sinning. 

" Those very lawa," he tells the hero, " which by a perception of 
their iniquity drove me to what I am, preclude ray return. God, 
we are told, judges men by what they are at the period of arraign- 
ment, and whatever be their views, if they have seen and abjured 
the folly of their crimes, receives them to favour. But the institu- 
tions of countries that profess to worship this God admit no such 
distinctions. They leave no room for amendment, and seem to 
have a bnital delight in confonnding the demerits of offenders. It 
signifieB not what is the character of the individual at the hour of 
trial — how changed, how spotless, how useful, avails him nothing. 
Am. I not compelled to go on in folly, having once begun I" 

The virtuous steward Collins, who is almost the only 
amiable character in the story, expresses his benevolent 
sentiments in strict accordance with this rule. "It is 
more necessary for me to feel compassion for you than 
that I should accumulate your misfortune by my 
censures. I regard you as vicious, but I do not consider 
the vicious as jirbper objects of indignation and scorn," 
he says. Thus the author of the Enquiry ecnuxrning 
PolUwal Justice never loses sight of his theory. 
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iSt. Leon, which waa Godwiu's second novel, has not 
shared the curious immortality of Caleb Williams, nor 
tloes it in the least deserve to do so. It has something 
of the same connection, but in a different sense, with the 
Political Justice, which was ever uppermost in hia 
thoughts, and owed its complexion, if not its existence, to 
Godwin's desire to modify the pliilosopliical disapproval 
of the domestic affections and family life which had been 
expressed in that book. St. Leon is a French nobleman 
of the sixteenth century who dissipates his means, and is 
saved and converted into the pire noble of a melodrama 
by the exertions «f liis wife : but after living a life of 
virtuous poverty with her and a group of sons and 
daughters, perfect both in mind and person, has the fatal 
secrets of the philosopher's stone and the elixir vit^e com- 
municated to him, and loses everything that makes life 
worth having, by becoming rich and immortal. The wife, 
Marguerite, who is his guardian angel, is said to be 
" drawn from the character of Mary WuUstonecraft," but 
the reader who braves the dust and cobwebs to look into 
the history of St. Leon will, we fear, find little help in 
identifying any human creature by means of this imma- 
culate wife, who is a piece of perfection, and not reducible 
by any means to a human resemblance. The story is 
painful and monotonous, and few people, we think, will 
follow St. Leon to the end of liis tale. 

Godwin's later works were many — some of them not 
written under his own name, and most of them for daily 
bread, but without anything of the inspiration which 
necessity sometimes confers. His Political Justice has a 
certain place in the history of his time, and Gal^ 
Williama retains a tradition of interest, the survivir^ 
shadow of that which it once excited : but this is almost 
all that can be said of a writer who once occupied so 
noticeable a place in the literary world. During his 
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own lifetime, according to Hazlitt, his friend and con- 
temporary, he had fallen as completely from that place 
as if it had never been his. " Mr. Godwin's peraou ia 
not known, he is not pointed out in the street, his con- 
versation is not courted, his opinions are not asked, he 
has no train of admirers, no one thinks it worth hia { 
while to traduce and vilify him, he has scarcely friend c 
foe, the world makes a point (a? Goldsmith used to say) 
of taking no more notice of him than if such an indi- 
vidual had never existed ; he is to all ordinary intents 
dead and buried." But the strong individuality of the 
two works we have quoted, and his personal history and 
connections, wiE make his name always a known word. 
The husband of Mary Wollston;craiit and the father of 
Mary Shelley, his life is the centre of many branching 
lines which connect him with the higher circles of his 
time, as well as the city society to which he immediately 
belonged; and his steady clerkly presence, methodical 
and hard working, his tradesman-like adlierence, amid the 
wildest views, to the routine and method which in prin- 
ciple he scorned, the tremendous revolutionism of his 
ideas, and the plodding and humdrum pro-iie of his lil'e, 
afford contrasts enough to give us a kind of paradoxical 
interest in the shopkeeping philosopher, with his small 
person and his large head full of notions, his sober and 
drab-coloured life, and the strange associations that cluster 
round it. Associated with that of his wife, his name 
became to many of his countrymen a synonym for atheism 
and every unruly passion ; and the strange and puinful 
story of his household might he taken to prove how little 
consonant with a virtuous and peaceful life were the 
principles on wliich his family was founded ; but when 
we look at the man closer, and through the medium of 
Mr. Paul's able biography make acquaintance with the 
faded fortunes and forgotten tenor of that curious exist- 
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etice, the traditionary prejudice with which he haa been 
regarded will be much modified, although there ia little 
that is lovable or attractive in the story in what light 
soever it may be regarded. 

Godwin was already within the boundaries of middle- 
age when Mary Wells ton ecraft, a name which haa been 
hated and contemned on all hands as that of one of the 
typical representatives of feminine Atheism, the moat 
odious of all characters to the general mind— came into 
his life. She was a woman who had already experienced 
many hard struggles and much sorrow. She had been 
in some degree the bread-winner, in every way the sup- 
port and guide of a family, neither so amenable to her 
influence nor so grateful for her exertions as would have 
been seemly, the members of which were in the habit of 
criticising their sister somewhat sharply in the letters 
which passed between them behind her back. Her 
father was an entirely disreputable person, from whom 
his children derived neither help nor countenance. To 
be brought up under such a shadow, or rather to struggle 
towards a better and higher life, in the depressing pre- 
sence of ft hopeless and degraded parent, is the breeding 
of all others wliich most revolts the mind of a high- 
apirited girl Indeed, we might almost venture to say 
that the strong protestations io favour of something, vary- 
ing from age to age, which is called the Rights of Women, 
with which society has been vexed and disturbed to an 
extent which has made it incapable of judging what ia 
■ just in them — have risen almost invariably from women 
compelled by hard stress of circumstances to despise the 
men about them. Exception will probably he taken to 
this assertion both by the women themselves who utter 
these protestations and by the critics ; but yet we hold 
by what we have said. Women, no more than men, are 
exempt from the painful action of contempt ; but when 
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they are obliged to despise those to whom they would 
naturally look up, the irritation and misery of the senti- 
ment is magnified tenfold. To say that lier drunken 
father was the reason why Mary Wollstonecraft wrote the 
Eights of Women would be too strong an accusation ; but 
this circumstance evidently brought a painful struggle 
into her life. And one of her sisters, the pretty one, the 
beauty of the family, " poor Bess," made an unhappy 
marriage, and had to be taken out of her husband's 
clutches almost in a state of frenzy by Mary herself 
Thus d^raded by the besotted folly of one man, aud 
driven into energetic action by the unkindness of another, 
she certainly was. And it was not till after nearly ten 
years' experience of the " slings aud arrows of oiitrageous 
fortune " that she put forth the book which was the first 
word of a long controversy. For the greater part of thfit 
time she had been engaged in teaching, and when in 
1787 she came to London to "a little house in a street 
near Blackfriara Bridge " to endeavour, with the favour 
of good Mr. Johnson, the publisher, to get her hving by 
iranslations fiom the French and little books for children, 
she was a woman nearly thirty, at an age when the 
deprivations of life and the " spurns which patient merit 
of the unworthy takes " are felt most keenly. Hei-e she 
made a home for her brothers and sistere, supported her 
father in his village, and was the head of all the family 
concerns ; aud it was here that the Vmdicaiioa of the 
Rights of Women was produced. 

The woman who wrote this book was not an abstract 
personage, or one of the class which is called strong- 
minded. "She was incapable of disguise. Whatever 
was the state of her mind, it appeared when she entered. 
When harassed, which was very often the case, she was 
relieved by unbosoming herself, and generally returned 
home calm, frequently in spirits," writes her publisher, 
VOL. It. ■ p 
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Johnson. The Bietera were flippant and impatient, and 
not dutiful to Marj''s sway, though they came upon her 
in all their troubles. It was she who found them situa- 
tions, sent one of them to Paris to improve her French, 
and generally cared for and watched over them. The 
woman who stands in this position to a family has, alas 1 
a great deal of disenchantment to go through, and is 
taught the meanness that dependence pi-oduces, and the 
ingratitude of many which is so often the result of the 
self-devotion of one, in a bitter and effectual way. The 
disreputable father, the troublesome brothers, the brother- 
in-Jaw who drove " poor Bess " to madness, were all, no 
doubt, before her proud and sensitive soul, in her mind's 
eye, as she wrote her book — she, too, amid the literary 
drudgery by wldch she earned her living, hoping to do 
something which should move tlie world and give'a new 
tide to popular opinion. 

We have said that society is too much vexed and 
irritated even yet by this subject to be able to permit it 
to be discussed with calmness : and still more was this 
the case in the end of last century, when for the first, 
time a woman ventured to complain of the inequality 
of her lot. But, indeed, though the time permitted a 
simplicity of language not possible in our day, Mary 
Wollstouecraft's plea for women is of the mildest descrip- 
tion. She vindicates their right to be considered as 
human creatures, bound by the general laws of truth 
and honour, and with a generous veliemence assails the 
sentimental teachings of Rousseau and of the more virtuous 
momlists — Gregory, Fordyce, and even Mrs. Chapone — 
who take it for granted tliat the highest mission of a 
woman is " to please," and excuse in her, nay, recommend 
to her, those arts by which she can govern while appear- 
ing to obey. All that Mary "WoUstonecraft asks is 
education for her clients and an exemption from that 
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i'alae and mawkiah teaching specially addressed to " the 
fair," in which the eighteenth century was so rich, and 
which has not quite died out, even among ourselves. In . 
one sentence, indeed, in her book, she " drops a hint " 
which she fears will probably " excite laughter ;" " for I 
really think that women ought to have representation •! 
instead of being arbitrarily governed ;" but this opens the ' 
whole political question to her, and she allows that as 
women are " as well represented " as the great proportion 
of men, the grievance here is small. The case, it will be 
seen, is very different in our own days. Those who look 
up the old volume in its faded printing with the hope of 
finding anything in it that resembles the claims of some 
women now, will be entirely disappointed. The question 
was in a. much more elementary form in Mary "WoUstoue- 1 
craft's time. The instructors who counselled a woniai 
never to let her husband be sure of her love for him, that ] 
80 she might retain her empire over him ; to " be e 
cautious in displaying your good sense," lest this might ' 
be thought to "assume a superiority ;" and to keej) any 
information she may possess " a profound secret, especially 
from men" — nay, even to show no animation in dancing, 
lest it should he supposed a fault against delicacy — are 
the objects of her indignant criticism : and no one will 
say she eira in denouncing the whole pitiful system of ficti- 
tious existence which was built upon such a foundation. 

Nor dops this feminine revolutionary suggest any 
violent remedy for the evil she deplores. The only thing 
she can think of- — besides that broadest but moat difficult 
of all panaceas, a general adoption of the principles of 
honest simplicity and truth — is a common education, of 
boys and girls together, with the object apparently of 
making them respect each other as brothers and sisters 
rather than look upon each other as hero and heroine ui 
the brief drama whose stilted rules are supposed to affect 



212 THB UTKBAnT mSTORT OP [OHiP. v, 

the life of one of them from beginning to end. Many 
readers of mature age (the younger generations liave 
Bcarcely heard the name) mil recollect when Mary 
W'oUatonecraft was a name of horror, considered as that 
of a female atheist and liliertine, an offence to God and 
man. To such it will be a surprise to find that while 
her book is altogether free from revolutionary principles, 
either political or moral, it is also full of the warmest 
religiousness, and appeals to the Maker, the Father of all. 
Here is her comment upon the remark of a sage that 
women might not learn the science of botany "consistently 
with female delicacy." " Thus," she cries, " is the fair 
hook of knowledge to he shut with an everlasting seal. 
On reading similar passages, I have reverentially lifted 
up my eyes and my heart to Him who liveth for ever 
and ever, and said, ' my Father ! hast Tliou by the 
very constitution of her nature forbid Thy child to seek 
Tliee in the fair foims of Truth ? And can her soul be 
sullied by the knowledge that awfully calls her to Thee?'" 
Such are the grievances upon which she dwells, and such 
the rights of women she claims. It is a curious lesson 
over again of the cruelty of general report and the violenca 
of prejudice. The book would attract no attention now- 
a-days, unless some reader might be struck with here and 
there an eloquent passage. Its complaints are too mild 
and general, its suggestions too little revolutionary, to 
count in the literature of the subject One or two gleams 
of character there are, as when she calls Lord Chesterfield 
" a cold-hearted rascal (for I love significant words)." 

After her hook was published she went to France, 
and remained in Paris during all the misery and alarm 
of the Reign of Terror. Her account of the King's passage 
through the streets to appear before the Assembly, " mov- 
ing silently along — excepting now and then a few strokes 
on tlie drum which rendered the stillness more awful 
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- — -through empty streets, surrounded by the National 
Guards," while the inhabitants of the houses along the 
way stood at their closed windows looking out upon this 
strange sight, is curiously impi-essive and picturesque. 
Courageous woman as she was, she waa struck with a 
chill of fear to the bottom of her heart, and fancied she 
saw eyes glance at her through her glass door, and bloody 
hands shaken. " I wish I had kept even the cat with 
me," she cries. "I want to see aomethii^ alive. Death 
in so many fiightful shapes has taken hold of my fancy." 
Perhaps it was this terror and Iier forlorn position, alone j 
in such a confused and horrible scene, which made harj 
cling to the support which was offered to her. But I 
indeed she herself would probably have put forth no such J 
excuse nor felt any necessity for it Like Godwin and j 
80 many of those around her, she had come to the con- ' 
elusion that marriage was wrong in itself, and she ^ 
not restrained by that thought of the inevitable injury 
inflicted upon the woman by all irregular relations, which 
sometimes prevented a man of generous temper from 
carrying out his own convictions in this way. The 
generosity on the woman's side was to scorn all dangers 
and run all risks. She united herself in Paris to an 
American called Pinlay, whose faithful wife she was for 
about two years, when he availed himself of the freedom 
which the absence of the marriage bond left him, and 
deserted her — to the surprise and distress of the woman- 
philosopher, who naturally, but very un philosophically, 
waa heart-braken by the abandonment which it was the 
very point of her creed to make possible. That this free- 
dom involved an ideal faithfulness, a constancy more than 
romantic, was the conclusion she would Ijave drawn : the 
primary idea of all enthusiasts of Mary Wollstonec raft's 
class being to credit the human race in general with this 
rarest and most beautiful of qualities. She waa in Lon- 



don with her child when this terrible event occurred, and 
refusing to accept the anuuity which the man whom she 
had considered her husband would have flettled on her, 
she returned to her fonner occupation and took up the 
broken threads of her previous life. And whether it was 
that the society in wliich she lived was deeply imbued 
with the same principles as her own, or that her great 
qualities won for her, as has been seen in other cases, an 
exemption from the common rule, it aeenis certain that 
Mrs. Finlay, as she called herself for some time, waa 
received by all her friends with very little, if any, 
diminution of respect. 

It was at this period that she met Godwin, whom she 
had previously known, hut formed no great acquaintance 
with. He had not been without passages of sentiment 
in his life before — and he was a man of taste, liking 
beautiful women and women of genius. Miss Aldsrson, 
who waa afterwards Mrs. Opie, one of the gentle little 
chorus of minor poets, was supposed to have attracted 
him ; and Mrs. Reveley, a person of great beauty, tbongh 
otherwise undistinguished, who, however, had a husband 
living ; and the beautiful actress and author Mrs. Inch- 
bald. But the fair and injured woman who thought 
more entirely with him than any of these, soou seems to 
have fixed his choice. Southey describes her face as 
" the best, infinitely the best," that he has seen among 
the literati in London, with an air of superiority which 
was disagreeable, but no other drawback, and eyes " the 
most meaning I ever saw." In the picture it appears an 
altogether noble face — pensive and with a sweet languor 
as of fatigue or sorrow past, but in every respect a pure 
and lovely countenance. Nothing could be more odd 
than Godwin's description both of their love and marriage. 
" The partiality we conceived for each other was iu that 
mode which I have always considered as the purest aud 
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most refined style of love. It grew with equal advances 
in the mind of each. It would have been impossible for 
the most minute observers to have said who Vas before 
and who was after. One sex did not take the priority 
which long- established custom has awarded it, nor the 
other overstep that delicacy which is so seveiely imposed." 
"There was no period of throes and resolute explanation 
attendant on the tale. It was friendship melting into 
love." Godwin felt himself bound to explain the step he 
had taken to Thomas Wedgewood, the friend of Coleridge 
and his own, a munificent and tender-hearted benefactor 
of literary persons in general. Some people had accused 
him of inconsistency in marrying at all. " But I cannot 
see this," says the philosopher. " The doctrine of Political 
Justice is that an attachment in some degree permanent 
between two persons of opposite sexes is right, but that 
marriage, as practised in European countries, is wrong. 
I still adhere to that opinion. Nothing but a regard for 
the happiness of the individual whom I had no right to 
injure would have induced me to submit to an institution 
which I wish to see abandoned, and which I would recom- 
mend to my fellow-men never to practise but with the 
greatest caution. Having done what I thought neces- 
sary for the peace and respectability of the individual, I 
hold myself no otherwise bound than before the ceremony 
took place." 

Nothing could better show the pragmatic, wrong- 
headed, obstinate, yet on the whole right-feeling man. 
His wife and he lived in two houses in " the Polygon, 
Somers Town," one about " twenty doors off " the other, 
and called upon each other and wrote notes to each other 
daily with tlie most amusing play at being lovers and 
not married persons. The precise date even of their 
marriage was not known to their friends, the two phil- 
osophers being a little ashamed of having in spite of 
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their principles done what everybody else did, and " sub- 
mitted to an institution"' which they disapproved. Then 
they wexi poor, and Mary had (it would seem) in some 
degree escaped the penalties of poverty so long as she 
remained unmarried. She was " so beloved by her 
friends that several, and Mr. Johnson in particular, had 
stood between her and any of the annoyances and morti- 
fications of debt," Tills, we suppose, means that they 
paid her debts for her, which was a thing they could not 
continue to do for Godwin's wife — while lie, on the other 
hand, had no desire to advertise himself as a married 
man for still more delicate reasons. " It is usual that 
when a man marries he commences new habits under 
such a totally new influence, and that he ia lost to all 
his former friends. Mr. Godwin spent a portion of every 
day in society, and was much beloved ; his more iuti- 
mate friends believed they should suffer from the change. 
Two ladies shed tears when he annotinced his marriage- — ■ 
Mrs. Inchbold and Mrs. Eeveley." These exquisite ex- 
planations are from the pen of Mrs. Shelley, the daughter 
of this pair, and are given in perfect good faith and 
gravity. It is to the credit of both parties, however, 
that, notwithstanding all these inducements to keep it 
secret, the marriage was made known very shortly after 
it was contracted. The notes that passed between them 
in the meantime are pretty and plaj-ful enough, and show 
the most curious kind of united yet separate life. It 
might be a good experiment for impatient and fanciful 
people to make, to live thus " twenty doors off" or round 
the corner. " Did I not see you, friend Godwin, at the 
theatre last night '" ins wife asks. " I thought I met 
a smile, but yoii went out witliout looking raund. . . . 
I shall leave home about two o'clock. I tell you so lest 
you should call after that hour. I do not think of visit- 
ing you. because I seem inclined to be industrious. I 
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believe I feel affectionate to you in proportion as I am 
in spirits, still I must not dally with you when I can do 
anything else. . . . Should you call and find only hooks, 
have a little patience aud I shall be with you. Do not 
give Fanny a cake to-day ; 1 am afraid she stayed too 
long with you yesterday. Ton are to dine with me on 
Monday, remember ; the salt beef awaits your pleasure." 
Sometimes, however, she is a little cross, and wishes he 
would desire Mr. Marshiil, a useful friend of all work, 
whom Godwin seems to have kept about him, to call on 
her. " Mr. Johnson or somebody has always taken the 
disagreeable business of settling with tradespeople off my 
hands," she says with an aggrieved tone. " " I am per- 
haps as unfit as yourself to do it, and my time appears to 
me as valuable as that of other persens accustomed to 
employ themselves." Here there is a little of the petu- 
lance of the beauty and queen of hearts, as well as of the 
conscious woman of genius, who has learned to expect to 
be exempted from the vulgarities of daily existence. But 
when Godwin is absent on a journey, their letters to each 
other are very natural aud delightful. " And now, my 
dear love, what do you think of me ?" he writes. " Do 
you not find solitude infinitely superior to the company 
of a husband 1 Will you give me leave to return to yoii 
again when I have finisbed my pilgrimage ? . . . I wish 
I knew of some sympathy which eoidd inform me from 
moment to moment how you do, and what yon feel. Tell 
Fanny something about me. Ask wliere she thinks I 
am. Tell her I have not forgotten her little mug, and 
that I shall choose her a very pretty one." To this Mary 
replies from the Polygon, " I find you e\'er write the 
kind of letter a friend ought to write, and gi\'e an account 
of your movements. I liailed the siuishine aud moon- 
light, and travelled with you scenting the fragrant gnle. 
Enable mc still to be your compnny, and I will enuiite 
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you to peep over my shoulder and see me under the shade 
of my green blind, thinking of you and all I am to hear 
and feel when you return. You may read ray hea,rt if 
yon will I am not fatigued with solitude, yet I have 
not relished my solitary dinner. A husband is a con- 
venient part of the furniture of a house, unless he be a 
clumsy fixture. I wish you from my soul to be riveted 
in my heart, but I do not desire to have you always at 
my elbow, although at this moment I should not care if 
you were. . . . Fanny forgets not the mug." 

Tliis is all far too pretty and tender for two abstract 
philosophers who disapproved of marriage ; and notwith- 
standing the portentous reputation of the author of the 
Mights of Women, there is nothing she writes which does 
not attract us towards the woman who, though she so 
little knew it, was but a few months from her grave. 
She died after the birth of her child, another Mary, she 
who waa to be the love and wife of Shelley in after yeara. 
In Godwin's concise and business-like diary, where, even 
when his wife is very ill, he pauses to note " Pichegru 
arrested," there is one break, "10 seconds 20 minutes 

before 8 " and then some blank lines. His wife was 

dead. 

But in its sorrow as in its happiness thia literary com- 
munity cannot help being tragi-comic. The very day of 
his wife's death Godwin began the most curious wrangle 
with Mrs. Inchbald — over her grave, so to speak. " My 
wife died at eight this morning," he wrote ; " I always 
thought you used her ill, but I forgive you. You told 
me you did not know her. You have a thousand good 
and great quahties. She had a very deep-rooted admira- 
tion for you." To which the lady replies the same day 
with the greatest spirit, " You have shocked me beyond 
expression, yet T bless God, without exciting the smallest 
portion of remorse. Yet I feel most delicately on every 
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subject in wliicli the good or ill of my ne.igbbours is in- 
volved, I did not know her. I never wished to know 
her. Against my desire you niiide us acquainted. With 
wiiat justice I shunned her your present note evinces, for 
she judged me harshly. ... Be comforted ; you iciil be 
comforted. Stdl I feet for you at present." Nest day 
slie wrote again with tlie most curious philosophy of con- 
solation which we ever remember to have encountered. 
It is thus Mrs. Inchbald offers the comfort of her own 
experience to her friend, whose wife had been taken from 
him the day before : — 

" I have too much, humility to offer consolation lo a mind like 
yours. I will only describe sensations which nearly a Bimilar mis- 
fortune excited in me. I felt myeell for a time bereft of every 
comfort the world could bestow ; but these opiniona passed away, 
and gave plaue to others, almost the reverse. I was separated from 
the only friend I had in the world, and by circumstances eo much 
more dreadful than those which have occurred to yon, as the want 
of warning increases all oiu' calamities ; but yet I have lived to 



These are very probably the experiences of many, but 
few have the courage to express them with such com- 
posure. Two days later Godwin resumed this strange 
coireapondenoa, some special slight shown by Mrs. Inch- 
bald to his wife having apparently come uppermost in hig 
mind, curiously mingled with a hankering after that lady 
herself. " I must endeavour to be understood as to the 
unworthy behaviour with which I charge you towards my 
wife," he says. " I think your shutHing behaviour about 
the taking places to the comedy of the ' Will' disgraceful 
to you. I think your conversation with her that night 
at the play base, cruel, and insulting. There were per- 
sons in the box who heard it, and they thought as I do. 
I think you know more of my wife than you are willing 
to acknowledge to yourself, and that you have an under- 
atauding capable of doing some small degree of justice to 
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her merita. I think you should have had magnauunity 
and self-respect enough to have showed -this, ... 1 
thank you for your attempt at consolation in your letter 
cif yeateniay. It was considerate and well intended, 
although its consolations are entirely alien to my heart." 
AH this went on while the poor woman lay uuburied — a 
curious warfare of mingled praise and recriminations, 
notes like arrows flying from house to house, as so lately 
poor Mary's little notes had flown. " I could refute any 
charge you allege against me," Mrs. Inchbald retorts. , . . 
" As the short and very slight acquaintance I had with 
Mrs. Godwin, and into which I was reluctantly impelled 
by you, has been productive of petty suspicions and re- 
viliogs, surely I cannot sufficiently applaud my own pene- 
tration in apprehending, and my own firmness in resisting, 
a longer and more familiar acquaintance." A more ex- 
traordinary correspondence never was carried on at such 
a moment. It ended a mouth after with a brief declara- 
tion on the part of Mrs. Inchbald that their acquaintance 
must end /or ever. Probably, had she been leas energetic, 
Godwin would have asked her to marry him a few 
months later, which seems the only other alternative. 

There is one other curious little controversy over this 
grave. One of the friends of Godwin and his wife de- 
clined to be present at her funeral, because he much 
doubted "the morality of assisting at religious ceremonies," 
to which objection Godwin sent the following curious . 
reply : — 

" I think the last respect due to the best of huroaii beings ought 
not to be deserted bj tlieir friends. There is not, perhaps, aa 
individual in m^ list whose opinions are not as adverse to religtoua 
ceremonies as your own, and who might not with equal piopriety 
slu'ink from and desert the remains of the first of women. I honour 
your character. I respect your scruples. But I should have thought 
more highly of you if, at such a moment, it had been impossible for 
BO cold a reflection to have crossed your mind." 
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It would not appear that Mary had ever shared her 
htiahand's entire want of religious faith : she believed, at 
least, in the existence of God ; but it is strange to note 
that this man, who had married in spite of his principles, 
should now, in the midst of a company all adverse to 
religious ceremonies, have buried hia wife with the 
specialty solemn and striking ceremonial which the 
Church of England einpluys. But we go too far : Mary, 
it is true, was buried, as ordinary Christiaus are: but her 
husband was "too prostrate both in body and mind," 
though he had been equal to the writing of all these 
letters, to be present himself on the occasion. 

This was in September 1797. In March of the fol- 
lowing year he was in Bath, and there made the acquaint- 
ance of two sisters, Sophia and Harriet Lee, who were 
among the most popular novelists of their time. The 
elder sister had been a well-known author for many years, 
and had long- before established a school, after the faahion 
of Hannah More and her sisters, in Bath, where the 
Misses Lee were the ornaments of one of those little 
centres of literary society to which we have alluded in a 
former chapter. Harriet Lee, who was considerably 
younger than Sophia, had but lately begun her litei'ary 
career when Godwin visited Bath. She was the author 
of by far the greater part of the series entitled the 
Canterbury Tales, of which the first volumes had just been 
published. These tales have fallen out of the knowledge 
of the present generation, but they were highly thought 
of by their contemporaries, and one of them is spoken 
of by no less an admirer than Byron with real enthu- 
siasm. " It may be said to contain the genu of much 
that I have s n w tt n he said. It was only a year 
after the acknuwl d t f Godwin's marriage with " the 

fii'St of women and 1 1 ad not been six months dead 
— when he fo d th n acquaintance. It was some- 
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what early for a new aetitiment, but the steady and 
Rrgumentative way in which he immeiliately sita down to 
argue Hiiiriet Lee into marryinj; iiini, is one of the most 
curious of the many characteristic episodes in his life. 
The lady resist^ad, perhaps not without a Uttle eiijoyuient 
of the prolonged and delicate controversy, such as any 
novel writer and most women might be expected to feeL 
But she would not have him, notwithstanding all the 
elaborate argimients which he brought forward to prove 
that she ought to have him, and the high ground he took 
of moral disapproval when she persisted in rejecting him. 
When he can say no more, he tells her that she acts in 
the spirit of the eleventh and twelfth centuries, putting 
out of sight the man, and asking only what he believes : 
hut even this did not move her. A similar correspond- 
ence took place a year later with Mrs. Eeveley, of whom 
it has been already told that Godwin would have married 
her before he met Mary Wollstoneeraft, but for the 
trifling circumstance that she was herself married. This 
mistake was now, however, rectified by the death of Mrs. 
Eeveley's husband, and in the same month Godwin 
summons the new-made widow to admit him to her 
presence, apparently in the position of a lover, scouting 
indignantly the suggestion that for some time it was 
better that she should not see him, "Is woman always 
to be a slave V he cries. A little later he puts his 
proposal plainly, and indeed somewhat authoritatively, 
before her. " You are invited to form the sole happiness 
of one of the most known men of the age ; of one whose 
principles, whose temper, whose thoughts, you have been 
long acquamted with, and will, I believe, confess their 
universal constancy. This connection, I should think, 
woidd restore you to self-respect, would give security to 
your future peace, and insure for you no mean degi'ee of 
respectability. What you propose to choose in opposition 



to this I hardly know how to describe to yoit" What 
the poor lady did choose, was to marvy, after a not very 
long interval, somebody whom it is to he supposed she 
preferred to Godwin ; hut his intense disapproval of her 
on this subject, and angry sense of her folly in not imme- 
diately deciding in his own favour, are comical in the 
extreme. If the loves of the philosophers should ever be 
written, — and there is no doubt that the subject is a 
fertile and amusing one, instructive if not exactly edifying, 
- — Godwin's serious setting forth of hia own claims, and 
grave enforcement of the duty and propriety of marrj'ing 
him upon the objects of his affection, and his grieved per- 
ception of their incredible folly in refusing to see this, 
would furnish one of its most characteristic chapters. 

He married eventually in 1801, or was married by, a 
■woman of no special pretensions — a widow with two 
children — Mrs. Clairmont, to whom he seems to have 
been for the rest of liia life a faitiiful and even auhmissive 
husband. It was her energy and business qualifications 
which suggested the bookseller's shop and small pub- 
lishing business, in which the last portion of his life was 
spent, and which was carried on chiefly by her for many 
years. Mrs. Godwin published not only many minor 
productions of her husband, — school-books and other com- 
pilations, most of them in a feigned name, — but brought 
out oue of the prettiest of gentle iuterpretaLiona — Lamb's 
Tales from, Shal-spcare, the work by which Mary Lamb 
did her best to eke out her brother's humble income, and 
in which he too had a share ; and also Mrs. Leicester's 
School, Miss Lamb's only independent production. And 
here it was that young Shelley came in his enthusiasm 
and met tlie girl whose young beauty and ardent uncon- 
trolled nature helped liim to shake himself loose of other 
legal bonds, and brought darker shades into the fatal 
spider's web of passion and theory which entangled so 
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maay lives. Godwin was verj' good to tlie children nf 
his two marriages and of his two wives. It is one of the 
heat features in his character; but we must return here- 
after to the group of young women who grew up in his 
house and wove threads of connection, uot happy or 
beautiful, between that humble sbopkeeper's parlour and 
other names more distinguished than his own. 

Godwin lived as far into the present century as the 
year 183B, and, strangely enough, owed the comfort of 
his latter days— he, the pliilosophical revolutionary and 
antagonist of law and authority — to a small Einscure 
office under Government The " Yeoman Usher of the 
Exchequer" was the title wliich the author of the Political 
Jvstice carried to his grave— a curious mockery of fate. 
He pursued the profession of literature to the end of his 
life ; but the culmination of his mind and reputation was 
in the last four years of the eighteenth century. It was 
at thia period also that the stern Holcroft set his teeth 
against disease and pain, believing them to be within the 
power of the will to overcome and make an end of, aa hia 
friend believed vice and crime were to be annihilated by 
I'estoring to every man an uncontrolled and perfect free- 
dom. The " sanguinary plot against the liberties of 
Englishmen " — that ia, the State trial to which we have 
referred — came, aa has been already described, to nothing, 
and Holcroft went on writing novels and plays, until, 
stung and sore at the neglect of the public, but trying 
hard to think himself a political martyr, he disappeared 
for a number of years from Loudon, living on the Con- 
tinent The terrible story of his son's suicide gives a 
point of tragic interest to his life. The boy, an unruly 
lad of sixteen, had run away, and threatened if his father 
came after him to shoot himself — which he did, to the 
hoTTor of all beholders, on seeing that stern father ap- 
proach his hiding-place, — an appalling incident, of which, 
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however, nothing is said in the supplemental 

with which Hazlitt concludes Holcroft's fragment of auto- 

biogi'aphy. 

Another, but a wealthier and less lahorious member of 
the same circle, and pseudo-martyr of the same period, 
Horne Tooke, had the distinction of being sent to the 
Tower, one scarcely knows why, since Holcroft was only 
in Newgate — a very invidious and injurious partiality. 
In connection with this individual, Rogers, in his recollec- 
tions, tells a very odd anecdote of the paternal considera- 
tion of the Government for its prisoners. Tooke was kept, 
it appeare, for a fortnight without anything to read or any 
writing materials, hut at the end of that time three 
volumes were sent him — " one of Locke, one of Chaucer, 
and WUkins's Essay " — books which had been found upon 
his table when he was arrested, and which it was after- 
wards supposed he must have been reading. He made 
notes upon the margin of the Chaucer, an old black letter 
copy, for his book, " The Diversions of Purley," which he 
published shortly after. It is a work upon philology and 
grammar, with a sprinkling of philosophy, and is in the 
form of a long dialogue between himself and Sir Francis 
Burdett The phUology is eccentric and old-fashioned, and 
the book " diverting " to its author rather than its readers : 
but it is very unlike a work on which a revolutionary 
accused of high treason was likely to have been engaged. 
Home Tooke was a wit and patron of letters in hia way, 
and took in among his associates a larger and (convention- 
ally) more important society than that of the literary com- 
munity about Holborn, the laborious hacks of the generation. 

Mrs. Inchbald, who has been repeatedly mentioned, 
was one of the first of the school of female novelists 
whose heyday was yet to come. She was at this time in 
the full glory of her literary career, " drawing her chair 
into the centre of the room " wherever she went, and 
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gathering " the men " about her iu a crowd, like a heroine 
of Miss Burnev, thougli ahe was far too incisive and im- 
perious for one of these geatle ladies. Her Simple Story 
is not a great work of art. It sets forth the caprices of 
& young lady, never known to the reader by any name 
more familiar than that of Miss Milner, who torments and 
is tormented by her guardian until they marry, and we 
are in hopes that a natural solution has come to all the 
questions between them: but, unfortunately, this hope 
proves without reason, as there is added a postscriptal 
volume, in which Miss Milner falls into dire trouble and 
dies, leaving a child, who is not permitted even to see her 
stern father. At the final crisis, when this lovely and 
innocent but ill-used girl falls into her father's amis, the 
only words he can utter in his surprise are, " Miss Milner, 
dear Miss Milner 1" for, of course, she is the image of her 
mother. The character of Dorriforth is intended to be 
one of lofty sternness, so noble, so highly exalted above 
any kind of levity, that it is impossible for him to tolerate 
or forgive it ; but the novelist has succeeded only in 
mnking him a hareh tyi'ant — ungenerous and untender. 
Oddly enough, he begins by being a Catholic priest (Mis. 
Inchbald was herself a Catholic), but is freed of his vowa 
when he succeeds to the title of a cousin, a peculiarity 
almost as out of the way as Miss Milner's deprivation of 
a Christian name. Miss Milner herself is a lively por- 
trait of an impulsive and capricious young woman, full of 
good impulses, but impatient of control, who is driven 
into sin at last by the cold superiority and practical 
desertion of her husband. Like many female writers, 
however, Mrs. Inchbald makes this polished tyrant the 
object of her chief care, elevates him into the most mag- 
nanimous of heroes when he acknowledges his daughter, 
and repays him with the love and gratitude of tlie young 
people upon whom he has inflicted 60 many blows to 
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begin with. But there were no Wave^'ley Novels in those 
days, no Jane Austen, no Maria Edgewoi'th : aud the 
Simple Story was highly prized by its contemporaries. 
" Mrs, Incbbald was always a great favourite with me," 
says Hazlitt. " There is the true soul of woman breathing 
fi'om what she writes as much as if you heard her voice. 
It is as if "Venus had written books : " and he proceeds to 
relate how the Simple Stori/ had " transported him out of 
himself." " I recollect walking out to escape from one of 
the tenderest partB," he says, "in order to return to it 
again with double relish. An old crazy hand-organ was 
playing 'Eobin Adair,' a summyr shower dropped manna 
on my head, and slaked my feverish thirst of happiueas. 
The heroine. Miss Milner, wa8 at my side." Perhaps it 
is because a great many capricioiis young ladies, impatient 
of restraint, have been introduced to us in fiction, siuce 
then, that Miss Milner touches us less than she touched 
Mr. Hazlitt. But nobody now-a-daya Suggests of a female 
novelist that " it is as if Venus had written books." The 
reader will remember how this Venus wrote to Godwin 
when his wife lay yet unburied. Afterwards, we find her 
in a letter congratulating him when one of his plays 
failed, on " having produced a work which will protect 
you from being classed with the successful dramatists of 
the present day !" A Venus, certainly, with a very ahaip 
tongue. She had a hard life up to the time when one of 
her little plays caught the fancy of the public, and never 
gave up the economical habits which she acquired then, 
In a black gown, which had not cost more thau a few 
s hillin gs (one wonders in those dear days of the war, when 
everything was costly, what sort of a gowu this could have 
been, or whether the description is a mere piece of mascu- 
line ignorance), she would take her place in the finest 
society, they say — though, to tell the truth, we do uot see 
much ti'ace of it in the record — and fascinate everybody 



THE UTERART HISTOHT OF 



[chat. 1 



who came near her with a "face beautiful in effect 
beautifnl in every feature," which is her own modeat 
description of it. " With acknowledged talenta and ready 
social powers to make all other women jealous," says her 
most recent editor, "a Bohemian who wanted nothing, but 
still lived in her garret with virtue on twenty shillings 
a week . . . affectionate in nature, without passion, 
wholly feminine, she was amiable and lovable in an 
extraordinary degree." This last statement, we think, 
must be taken with caution. She was not an epitome of 
all the virtues, but a woman of a decided temper, not t 
to mince matters, and calling a spade a spada But 
too has gone out of the recollection of the reader, as 
but the greatest are fated to go. 

Mrs. luchbald was not the only, or even the 
remarkable of the female novelists who, with little osl 
tation or show in society, still had their Bucce^ea anf 
enjoyed them, and would occasionally with a Uttle state 
and not ungraceful pedautry, and conscious but modest 
greatness, present themselves in a preface, like Miss Jane 
Porter, to explain and illustrate their work. This lady, 
and her sister Anna Maria, a much more voluminous 
writer, both flourished in London in somewhat finer 
regions, appearing in suburban parties, and haunts of 
lettered society, and enjoying a large share of popular 
favour, in tlie beginning of the century. They spent part 
of their childhood in Edinburgh. When Walter Scott 
was a youth at college he would play with these little 
girls, and tell them stories, a contact sufBcient to awaken 
the powers of fancy which lurked in them. The youngest 
published Arlkss Talcs at twelve years old, the beginning 
of a long but forgotten series — all of the romantic- 
historical order ; but none of these so stnick the popular 
taste as Tkaddnis of Warsaw and the Scottish Chiefs, the 
productions of \\kt sister. These lofty romances delighi 
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the primitive and simple-minded public, which as yet 
knew nothing of Waverhy. It is possible that with a 
little modernising they might still excite and charm the 
readers of the Family Herald, sated with more modem 
splendour and mystery. To our critical eyes now-a-daya, 
the all-accomplished Thaddeus looks a little like a was- 
work hero ; but it will be hard to find, in all our over- 
abundant romances of the nineteenth century so fine a 
gentleman, so disinterested a lover, an individual so certain 
to do what was right and best in every possible combina- 
tion of circumstances. Count Thaddeua SobiesH has 
never any questioning with himself as modern heroes use 
— he never has any doubt how to act in an emei^ency. 
The splendour of his exploits and the depth of his misfor- 
tunes take away our breath. When he is introduced into 
Loudon drawing-rooms as a poor teacher of languages, his 
conduct is as sublime in his humiliation as it was princely 
in his prosperity. No heart of woman could resist this 
union of qualities; and accordingly we find his path 
strewn with sighing ladies of the first fashion, to whom 
he behaves with an exquisite grace as well as a chivalrous 
honour, which secure their lifelong gratitude, even when 
he has to repel their advances. We have, alas ! no such 
heroes now-a-days. The race has died out: and we fear 
even that a paladin so magnanimous might call forth the 
scoffs rather tliau the applause of a public accustomed to 
interest themselves ia shabby personages of real life. But 
in the early days of the century the English reader waa 
simple in his tastes, and less richly provided, 

■ " The author to her friendly readers," in a preface full 
of old-fashioned statelineaa, describes the origin of her 
tale by giving an account of some eventa of her youth. 
The little curtain rises and displays to us an enthusiastic 
girl, in the days when war was echoing on all horizons, 
coming nearer, and affecting the imagination more closely 
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than has happened in our day — whose mind was fired 
with the same romantic pity and fervent sympathy for 
Poland and its heroes which thrilled the English heart 
when, not very long before, Canipliell had made the 
shriek of Freedom when Kosciusko fell, ring into all the 
echoes. The great Polish general was in London, weak 
with wounds and downfall, when Robert Porter, the 
brother of the young writer, was taken to see liim, intro- 
duced by a friend as " a boy emulous of seeing and 
following noble examples." He returned full of enthu- 
siasm to tell every particular of the interview to the 
e^er sisters, wlio could not hear enough of this wonder- 
ful hero. And tliey themselves in tlieir walks had seen 
other pathetic sufl'erers, old soldiers, wan and poor, who 
had excited their anxious and painful sjinpathy. " One 
person," Miss Jane says, " a gaunt figure, with melancholy 
and bravery stamped on his emaciated features, is often 
present to the recollection of us all He was clad ia a 
threadbare blue uniform greatcoat with a black stock, a 
rusty old hat pulled rather over hia eyes, ... his aspect 
that of a perfect gentleman, and his step that of a mili- 
tary man. . . . We saw him constantly at one hour in 
the middle walk of the Mail, and always alone ; never 
looking to the right or the left, bnt straight on : with an 
unmoving countenance and a face which told that his 
thoughts were those of a homeless and a hopeless man 

" Between this figure which crossed the young 

author's daily walks and the vision of the wounded 
general, and the excitement in the air, Thaddens, the 
sentimental embodiment of everything that delights a 
girl's fancy, took his being. It was the firet beginning of 
the historical novel properly so called ; and it is Miss 
Jane Porter's boast that no less a follower than Sir Walter 
Scott " did me the honour to adopt the style or class of 
novel of which TJiCfldeu-s of iVarsaw was the first — a 
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class which, uniting the personages and facts of real his- 
tory or biography ■with a contriving and illustrating 
machinery of the imagination, formed a new species of 
writing in that day," Sir Walter is said with his naual 
generosity to have acknowledged this obhgation — as 
did also to Miss Edgewortli, by whose national pictures j 
he professed to have been inspired. It would have been 
strange if the former lady at least, whose romantic gift 
was not made keen by any insight into character, had not 
taken him at his word. 

The book, as something new, was published with great 
doubt and timidity, but was immediately successful, and 
went through edition after editiou. Kosciusko sent the 
enthusiast who so celebrated bis country a medal witii ]iis 
portrait, and a lock of his hair ; and many tributes of 
gratitiide and admiration cama to her from other Polish 
heroes. She was made "a lady of the chapter of St. 
Joachim," she Informs us, by her admirers in Germany, 
" and received the gold cross of the order from Wirtom- 
burg." Another present less sentimental she received 
from America iu the shape of " a handsome rosewood 
chair," which was sent to her as a memorial of high end 
respectful admiration for the author of "some of the 
purest and most iniagiuative productions in the wide 
range of Enghsh literature." In default of other acknow- 
ledgments, pei'haps some of the writers of the present 
day would not object to similar testimonials from tliat 
great Transatlantic audience which British writers are 
expected to minister to, Kke Spenser's angels, " all for 
love and nothing for reward," 

Sir Robert Ker Porter, the boy who visited Kosciusko, 
the brother of these ladies, an artist of creditable reputa- 
tion in his day, travelled much and published various 
interesting accounts of his journeys ; so that the whole 
family was known in literature, Crabbe Itobinson 
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mentiona some years after the " stately appearance and 
graceful manners " of the author of Thaddevs, whom he 
met at the house of Miss Benger, another writer of 
obscure miacellaneous literature, wlioae name has escaped 
even the dictionaries. " Few ladies," he says, " have 
been so gifted with personal attractions, and at the same 
time been so respectable as authors." Indeed the literary 
women of this period seem to have been specially dis- 
tinguished by their good looks. Mary Wollstonecraft, 
Mrs. luchbald, Mrs. Barbauld, were all beautiful women. 
And if Mrs. Opie's soft bloom did not reach this height, 
she was at least pretty and cbarming. Mrs. Opie came 
from the learned coterie at Norwich to add ber gentle 
reputation to that of the other rising novelists. Her 
stories are on a gentler level, domestic, moral, and with a 
view to the improvement of the reader, and continue to 
be readable in their way, though no new departure like 
that of the historical novel l>egun, as Las been narrated 
by Miss Porter, is to be traced to her. 

These ladies, however, pale before the reputation of 
Mrs. Radcliffe, whose name everybody knows, but whose 
works, great as their power and effect was in their day, 
are less known now than tlieir merit deserves. The 
Mystarits of Vdolplu) is old-fashioued, but it is fine reading 
for those who have leisure to trace the meanderinga of 
the threads so carefully entangled, and to follow the most 
ethereal of heroines through the pQed-up troubles which 
make her reward all the sweeter when it comes : and that 
reward always does come. In those days novelists had 
a different conception of their art from that wlii:h 
encourages them now to leave their readers with a ban i- 
ful of unfinished threads to be twisted np into the web 
of life at their individual pleasure. Mrs. Eadclifl'e givaa 
lis no problems to solve, no tales to complete ; that is her 
business, not ours. She requires nothing of us but to 
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listen and look on, keeping all our wits about us, never 
knowing wlien a door may open which will contain the 
solution of the mystery, or a casket may be unlocked out 
of which the secret may fly. Her landscapes, even now, 
though literature has done a great deal since then in the 
pictorial art, are full of an elaborate and old-fashioned yet 
tender beauty. She is not familiar with them, nor play- 
ful, but always at the height of a romantic strain ; not 
graphic, but refined and fuU of perception. There are 
scenes that remind us of the learned Poussin, and some 
that have a light in them not unworthy of Claude before 
he was put down from his throne by the broggart energy 
aud rivalship of Turner — since when the modem spec- 
tator has scarcely had eyes for those serene horizons and 
gleaming moonlight seas. Perhaps of all others Mra, 
Kadcliffe'a art is most like that of the gentle painter whom 
people call Italian Wilson. There is a ruined temple in 
the distauce, a guitar kid against a broken column ; but 
the lights, how mellow and soft, the skies how full of 
. radiance, the pastoral valleys unprofaned by 
3 foot — full of the light that never was on sea 
or shore ! The great feudal castle which she builds in 
the midst of the dewy chestnut woods has never been 
equalled for mystery. We lose our way in its coiTidora, 
its winding stairs, the chambers high up in the tiureta, 
where sometimes it is a bleeding retainer, and sometimes 
an injured wife, who is hidden away from curious eyes. 
Down below, in the vaulted passages nndei^ound, quar- 
rels and passages of arras are rife, while in her spacious 
cliamber the heroine listens aud trembles — yet when the 
noises cease and her fluttered spirits are somewhat re- 
covered, can always soothe herself by playing a plaintive 
air upon her lute, or by taking down one of tlie favourite 
volumes of her well-chosen library, in which she finds 
ine.xhauRtible solace for all the evils of life. 
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It is not often now-a-ilays tliat we come across any- 
thing tiiat approaches to the ethereal perfection of Emily, 
a being too delicate almost to have even the finest lave 
made to her, and the very Ri;:ht of whom tainea the 
fiercest. The gloomy ciiieftain Wontoni trine, indeed, to 
force her will, to make her consent to a hateful marriage, 
and to sign papers disposing of all her fortune ; but not 
one of his bravoes says a word to her that is not pretty, 
and her " spirits " are never " fluttered " by unseemly 
wooings. Valancour, though he errs and goes astray, ia 
always the most respectful of lovers ; and the captive, 
whom she supposes to be Valancour, and who is brought 
out of his dungeon by her humble retainers on this mis- 
taken idea, Iiow devoted, how unpvesuming is his despair- 
ing adoration ! Perhaps this is a little too fine for 
ordinary human nature ; but it must be remembered that 
the school of realism and the canons of probability had 
nothing to do with Mrs. Eadcliffe's art. Tlie chief dis- 
tinction of her power to the more commonplace reader is 
the skill witli which she manages her mysteries — leading 
us from step to step through dim coiTidors, by uncertain 
lights, which have a way of going out at the most thrill- 
ing moment, across deserted chambers, where curtains 
rustle and sliding panels open, and the supernatural is 
always feared yet always averted. She was a great deal 
too enlightened ever to have anything to say to a ghost. 
In those days the ancient love of superstition had faded, 
and the new groping after spiritual presences had not 
begun. There are a hundred apparitions in her pages, 
but they are all elaborately accounted for, and never turn 
out to be anything more alarming than flesh and blood. 
Sometimes the effect, so carefiiUy worked up to, is a 
failure, as in the case of the mystery of the veiled reeess 
in Udolpho, where our imagination refuses to accept as 
anything but a flagrant imposition and deception the 
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waxen image of death -which is 3upposed to shock every 
beholder out of hia wits. But as a matter of fact, ko 
mysterioua terror which is not Bupernatinal will staud 
investigation even by the moat skilful hands. The reader 
ia angry at being defrauded of hia alarm, and knows that 
he has no right to be so frightened by anything that can 
be explained. 

The character in these books, if it eau be called 
character at all, is of a kind as old-fashioned as the 
costume. It ia confined to the lovely creature who is the 
heroine, into whom the author throws' herself as if the 
work were an autobiography. We doubt whether perhaps 
it ia altogether well for fiction that Emily is so unlike 
the modern young woman who figures in the same posi- 
tion now. She who was too dehcate to mention to her 
parents the declaration of love made to her, and who 
modestly shrinks from the certainty that she can be 
indeed the object of such devoted afi'ection, can scarcely bo 
imagined of the same species as she who describes all her 
lover's kisses, and glories in his fondness. But Emily, 
though she may be very unhappy, never makes an 
exhibition of herself. Concealment, like a worm in the 
bud, preys on her damask cheek ; her smile ^rowa more 
and more pensive; her gentle abstraction more deep; but 
she neither dehea the people about her, nor cries out to 
heaven and earth to know why she should be so miserable. 
She takes a walk instead, and admires the scenery, and 
pens a little poem expressive of the melancholy that fills 
her soul ; or she retires to her room and finds consolation 
in touchiog a few notes of her lute. And with a being 
80 patient, so sweet, so humble-minded, everything of 
course comes right in the end. Udolpho itself canuot 
bring her to any evil ; and her erring lover is so touched 
by the sight of her that he mends on the moment, without 
an effort, and all is well There is a vein of sense, ti)..>. 
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running through the diaphanoiiB delicacy of this fair 
creature. She will not sign those papera with which 
MoiitODi is always threatening, nor be led to believe that 
the voice on tlie battlements is tliat of an apparition. 
When she finttlly escapes at last, her riJe through the 
woods is almost as inspiriting as that of Mary Stuart in 
the AlAol, when slie escapes from Lochleven, The picture 
altogether has a sort of personal attraction. There is 
no divided interest— everything centres in Emily ; and 
Emily, even iu the utmost flutter of her spirits, never 
disappoints her admirers. She is always immaculate, 
never too much disturbed to take doxvn a favourite volume 
or pen the following verses, or be consoled by touching a 
few notes on the lute. 

There is an old-fashioned book of travels by the same 
hand which one feels is exactly what Emily would have 
written had she set out travelling with Valancour a few 
years after their happy nuptials. It is the Journal of 
a Tout through Holland aiid the Western Frontier 0/ 
German^/, made in the summer of 1794, and is, — besides 
much information, some still quite true and to tlie pur- 
pose, some showing how curiously everything has changed, 
— full of charming descriptive sketches. The author in 
her preface explains her "use of the pluml term" by the 
fact that' her journey was performed in the company of 
her " nearest relation and friend," a periphrasis of the 
homely title of husband such as the nineteenth century 
has scarcely leisure for. Some of her ideas are quaintly 
insular and rococo, as when she tells us that travelling 
Englishmen " should be induced at every step to wish 
that there may be as little political intercourse as possible 
either of friendship or curiosity between the blessings of 
this island and the wretchedness of the Continent," and 
considers that to hear " the voices of a choir on one side 
of the street and the noise of a bill iani- table on the other" 
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showed " a disgusting excess of licentiousness." But if 
■we smile at such indication of old-world sentiments, the 
reader will immediately find himself hack again in the 
sweet company of the gentle Emily, when he reads such 
a description as tlie following, the only difference being 
that Emily would have penned at least one copy of 
verses, if no more, as she gazed at the wonderful scene. 

■ The travellers were hurrying home from Holland, finding 
the war come uncomfortably close to them ; indeed, when 
■ becalmed, and lying near the I'leraish shore for about 
three days in that condition, they found " the firing before 
Shiys not only audible, but terribly loud." Here is a 
night and morning on the Channel, the echoes of the guns 

, scarcely died out of their ears, but England and peace 
before them : — 

" It was moBt interesting to watch the progress of evening and 
ita efiecta on the waters ; streaks of ll^^ht scattered among the dork 
western clouds after the sun had set, and gieoniing in long reflection 
on the sea, while a gray ohscurity was drawing over the east as the 
vapours rose gradually from the ocean. The air was hreathlefis ; 
the tall sails of the vessel were without motion, and her course upoa 
the deep scarcely perceptible, while above the planet Jupiter hiuned 
with steady di^ty, and tht«w a tremulous line of hght on the sea, 
Those surface flowed in emooth waveless expanse. Three other 
planets appeared, and countless stars spangled the dark waters. 
Twilight now pen-aded air and ocean, but the west was stiU lumi- 
notia where one solemn gleam of dusky red edged the horizon from 
undtr hea\y vapours. 

" It was now that we first discovered some symptoms of 
England. The lighthouse on the South Foreland appeared like a 
dawning star above the marpn flf the sea. The vessel made little 
progreaa during the night With the earliest dawn of the morning 
we were on deck, with the hope of seeing the Enghah coast ; but 
the mista veiled it from our view. A spectacle, however, the most 
grand in nature repaid us for our disappointment. The moon, 
Iffight, and nearly at her meridian, shed a stroDg lustre on the 
ocean, and gleamed Iwtween the sails upon the deck ; but the dawn 
to glimmer, contended with the light, and soon touching 
i with a cold {p'ay tint discovered them, sprc.iiling all 



aronnd to the TRst horixon. Not a Boniid broke upon the eOence 
except the lulling one occftsioncd by the course of the veasel through 
the u-uvce, and now and thvn tliu dniwBj song of the pilot as he 
leaned on the helin, his shadowy figure Just discemeil, and that of 
a sailor pacing near the head of the ship with croBsed arms and a 
rolling etcp. The captain, wrapped iu a seacoat, hiy asleep on the 
deck, wearied with the early watch, Aa the dawn Etrengthened, it 
discavereil white Eails stealing along the diehince, nud the flight of 
■ome sea-fowls as they uttered their slender cry, and then, dropping 
npon the waves, sat floating on the surface. Meanwhile the light 
tints in the east began to change, and the skirts of a line of clouds 
below to assume a hue of tawny red, which graduoDy became rich 
orange and purple. We could then perceive a long tract of the 
coast of France, like a dark streak of vapour hovering in the south, 
and were somewhat alarmed ou finding ourselvea within view of the 
French shore, while that of England was still invi^ble. 

" The moonlight faded fast from the watere, and soon the long 
traces of the sun shot their lines upwards through the clouds, and 
into the clear sky above, and all the sea below glowed with Beiy 
reflections for n considerable time before his disk appeared. At 
length he rose from the waves, looking from nnder clouds of purple 
and gold ; and as he seemed to touch the water, a distant vessel 
pulsed over hi.'i disk, like a dark speck. We rose soon after, 
cheered by the faiutly-aeen coast of England." 

The woraan who made a minute drawing like thia of 
all the gradations of the sunrise, though agitated by tha 
sight of the French coast somewhat too near, and longing 
to see the English more plainly, was no insignificant 
artist. It is not like the dashing and graphic art of 
to-day; its touches are like those of a miniature, litigering 
and tender; but the sea and sky come before us as we 
read with a magical, soft clearness, reality and truth, 

Tiiere is very little known of Mrs. Hadcliffe in actual 
life. Her maiden name was Ward, and her husband was 
the proprietor of a newspaper. She was, we are told, 
*' distinguished for her beauty," bnt " studiously avoided 
London society, and spent her time in exclusions to 
i'avourite rural resorts, and in the enjoyments of her quiet 
home." Certainly she never appears in any of the 
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gossiping chrciniclea of the time. The Mysteries of Vdolpho 
13 said to have brought her £500, and The Italian a atill 
larger sum ; but that is about all the record that haa 
remained of them and of her. 

In the last ten years of the century, so fruitful in 
original work, there existed a little gi'oup of paintei'S who 
have all a certain place in the literary history of their 
time. The gentle Sir Joshua belongs more appropriately 
to a previous age, hut Flajcman, Puaeh, and Blake all 
mingled in the society of which Godwin and his wife, 
Holcroft, and the other members of that bourgeois circlej 
were members. Of these men, all so remarkable in their 
way, the last named is the one whose niche in literature 
is the moat curious. He is one of the strangest figures 
altogether that ever appeared in any record, and the sight 
of him, with his rapt and gleaming eyes, among those 
bustling old-fashioned sti'eets, is like a visible appearance 
of the wild and ghostly among the most prosaic haunts 
of men. Blake was the son of a London tradesman, a 
respectable dissenting hosier, in the neighbourhood of 
Golden Square, a poor man, yet a creditable parent 
enough, who bound his boy apprentice at fourteen to the 
trade of engraving, then a most popular and flourishing 
profession in its heyday. It is not necessary for ua to 
follow the elaborate story of his training, and the pro- 
cesses by which he attained his place in art, such as it is. 
He was little esteemed in his own day, though divined 
by a few humble fiiends and artful connoisseurs, and lay 
for many years in the depths of an almost impenetrable 
darkness, until in our own time the world came back to 
him, and rediscovered beauty and meaning in the work, 
which is still caviare to the general. A great deal of 
that work even his admirers will allow to be grotesque, 
and much of it is entirely unintelligible — neither, we 
believe, will it ever commend it.sel!' to unsop! 



and uneducated lovers of art What b called its uncon- 
ventionality and independence of rule is in reality only a 
conventional merit of n higher class than that usually 
called by the name, an art of sjinbul and indication dia- 
cemihle by the illuminated, but impossible to the ignorant. 
We do not believe that the merely intelligent beholder, 
capable of admiring beauty and loving poetry, but with- 
out any settled creed in art or foregone conclusion, would 
ever of his own accoi'd find in Blake the wonderful 
genius and grandeur with which it is now usual to credit 
hini. Here and tliere he produces something by a sort 
of accidental inspiration, as in the beautiful creation, full 
of heavenly joy and beauty, of the " Morning stars sing- 
ing together," by which the most insensible must be 
moved. But it is unfortunate that his exponents should 
strain their demands so far as to require us to applaud in 
an equal degree all those weird outlines fluug about the 
windy skies, all the crouching horrors and staring wild 
apparitions which mope and gibber in so many of hia 
extraordinary pE^es. His poems are scarcely more easy to 
characterise than hia pictures. Tke Songs of Innocetice and 
Songs of Ea^rience were both the productions of his youth, 
most artless, sometimes moat sweet— striking accidental 
melodies out of the simplest words, out of an idea half 
suggested, a sentiment of the ineffable sort, such as an 
infant, new out of the unseen, might give utterance to, 
could it give utterance at alt. The reader is struck 
silent by the surprise of the little verse, a sort of babble, 
yet divine, which is beyond all dogmaa of criticism or art, 
and yet touches the soul with a momentary soft contact 
as of angels' wings : nay, it is a silly angel, one might 
suppose a spoiled child of heaven, petted for its tender 
foolishness, as souietimea a child is on earth, but yet in 
its way celestial. The little snatches of verses should 
be sung by cliildreii in fair spring landscapes, among the 



new-born lambs, or under the blossoming trees, but to 
criticise tliera as literary productions is impossible ; it 
would be a kind of offence to simplicity and innocence. 
Sometimes, indeed, there strikes in suddenly a stronger 
note, as, when after all that ethereiil babble of lambs, and 
flowers, and little children, the dreamer, in his bewildered 
Arcadia, suddenly dreams of a Tiger — and running off in 
his wonder into a few wild glowing stanzas, asks suddenly. 
Hid He who made the lamb make thee ? 

This sti-ange visionary was one of the company who 
met at Johnson's the publisher, in St. Paul's Churchyard, 
at the afternoon dinners, homely and simple, where that 
good man assembled the authors whom he admired, and 
patronised, and controlled, with sometliing of that half 
worship and half contempt wliich is the benign bookseller's 
moat characteristic mood. Mary Wollstonetraft, in her 
pensive beauty, before she had ever left England, or 
stepped into any of the complications of her career, was 
the only woman of wiiose presence we are informed on 
se occasions, and Blake was employed to illustrate 
some of the children's books by wliich she then managed 
to live. A story is told of his interlerenee to save Torn 
Paine from the consequence.'} of one of his political in- 
discretions, in which the artist seems to have shown 
himself the most far-sighted of the company. It was 
at the moment when that unattractive revolutionaiy 
had been invited to France, but. In the meantime, he 
Irnd been pouring forth sedition at a pubhe meeting, of 
which he gave a flaming account to the company at 
Johnson's table next day. They were all republicans 
.and sympathisei-s with France, though vaiying in their 
mclination to comnjit themselve.? ; aud all with an 
alarmed (and, as it seems to us, exaggemted) terror of the 
Government, and what it was likely to do. Blake, it is 
Sftid, listened to l'aint.''3 hi-ag «'itli a cevtiiiutj' thit steps 
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would be taken at once ngainst tim. When he rose t<> 
leave. Blake l&id his hand on the orator's shoulder, saying, 
" You must not go liotne, or you are a dead man !" and 
liurried him off on his way to France. By the time 
Paine was at Dover, the officers were in his house, so 
that the champion of the Eights of Man escaped at least 
a temporary eclipse, if no more {though in those days 
they thought of nothing less than hanging), through the 
means of the mild and visionary dreamer. Blake was 
himself a great revolutionist in his innocent way, wearing 
the bouTiet rouge about the streets as no one else ventured 
^o do. 

His first publication, if publication it can be called, is 
a strange little romantic episode in literary history. He 
did not know how to bring out his Sonffs of InnocsTux. 
The painter-mind has always odd little follies peculiar to 
itself, and to a man so used to employ his own hands and 
art, it would no doubt appear more natural to produce 
copies of his poems by transcription than to have them 
printed, which he seems never to have attempted. After 
much consideration and prayer, and conference with the 
unseen, he at last decided upon this extraordinary method, 

" Mrs. Bla1:e wnnt out with half-a-erown, all the money they 
li*I in the world, and of that laid out one shilling and Icapence on 
the simple raalerialB necessary for setting in practice the new reve- 
lation. This method, to which Blake conBistentl; adhered for 
multiplying his works, was quite an original one. It condated in 
u apeciea of engraving in relief — both words nnd designs. The 
verse was writttin and the designs and marginal enibellishmenta 
outlined on the copper, with an impervions -liquid— probably the 
ordinary stopping-out varnish of engravers. Then the white ports 
of lights, the remainder of the plate that is, were eaten away with 
nipiafortia or other acid, so that the outline of letter and design was 
left prominent as in Htereoty]>e. From these plates he printed oft 
in any tint — yellow, brown, blue — required to be the prevoiling or 
glljuiul colour in bis facsimiles ; red be llaed for the lettwpi'eFs. 
The pa^e was then culi.iiiLd up by li^md, in imitation of tbe nn"i,nna] 
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drawiufi, with more or less variety of colour in the local lines. He 
taught Mrs. Blake to take off the impreBeions with care and deli- 
cacy, which such plates signally needed, and also to help in tinting . 
from hia drawings." 

In thia strange way was produced the series of little 
books, now worth almost their weight in gold to the 
collector, each page of which was a separate work of art. 
These pages are very small, worded with firm, small 
writing, in a framework of wild design, with httle illus- 
trations intermixed— at once an etehing, a frame, and a 
picture. In the sweet little quaint poem, perhaps the 
best known of any, called The Zamb, we have a child 
caressing a lamb at a cottage door, a flock visible under 
the shadow of a tree, and a fanciful framework of half- 
developed spring branches, in a space of five inches long. 
Thus, every p;^e was a picture, with its little rhyme set 
in the middle. Nothing coiilil be more characteristic of 
the primitive artist-mind. We confess, but for the won- 
der and quftintness of them, that we do not always see 
the beauty of these strange pages— and, no doubt, if he 
had not preferred this fanciful primitive way, he could 
have got his Soni/s pubUshed easily enough. But the 
strange little book, bound by the wife, who was Blake's 
docile pupil and seconder in all things, is naturally far 
more precious now than any printed book ; aud is, in 
itself, a touching evidence at once of the simplicity and 
practical straightforward impulse of the true artist He 
could do it himself : why not do it ? What so appro- 
priate, what so easy, as those tools which lay nearest to 
his hand ? 

Blake produced a great many books in the same way 
- — -for the most part merely wild ravings, of which the 
sober-minded reader will make neither head nor tail, 
allegories of earth and air, of Europe and America, with 
every kind of rnuibliiig mystic horror and wonder brought 
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in. nie Itook of Tkol. Tlu Gates of Paradise, Jer 
and a number more— Iwoka of prophecy he called them, 
and they are wild aa the dreams of any crazed spirit 
tremliling on the verge of madness. It ia a great question 
among all the critics whether Blake waa mad ; certainly 
in many of his letters there is great room for the douht; 
but of one thing there can be no question, that he was 
an early disciple of the strange system called among ua 
Spiritualism or Spiritism — and before mediums or stances, 
dark or light, hail been thought of, believed himself to be 
attended by all the phenomena which of late have caused 
so much discussion. What were the means of communi- 
cation in which he believed is not told, but it is evident 
that he had an entire belief in the guidance and inspira- 
tion of spiritual beings, sometimes dead members of his 
own family, sometimes others, as the following solemn 
words will prove : — 

" I am not nshamed, ft&aid, or averse," he Bays, " to tell 70U 
what you ou^'ht to be told — that I am uuder the direction of 
messengers from heaven daily and nightly. , , . I never obtrude * 
Biich things on others unlefa questioned, and then I never di^uiee 
die truth. But if we fear to do the dictates of our angels, and 
tremble at the tasks set before us : if we refuse to do spiritual acta 
because of natural fears or aatitral desires — who can describe the 
dianial torments of such a state 1 I too well remember the threats 
I heard, ' If jou who are organised by Divine Providence lor 
spiritual communion, refuse, and biuy your talent in the earth, 
even if you should want natural bread — sorrow and desperation 
pursue you through life, and after death, shame and confusion of 
face to eternity. Every one in eternity will leave you, aghast at 
the man who wag covered with glory and honour by his brethren, 
and betrayed their cause to Uieir enemies.'" 

These reproaches of his spiritual friends, and the 
struggle which he thus explains, arose in consequence of 
the attempt made during a three years' residence in the 
country to fix Blake down to urdinaiy work, engraving 
otlier people's sketcheSj painting portraits, and pursuing 
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other commonplace occupations, for daily bread. He bad 
been introduced to Hayley, the biographer of Cowper, a 
kind and Iriendly man, if a sentimental and somewhat 
mawkish poetaster, with the view of illustrating that 
writer's works and making money for himself j and with 
this purpose had taken a litlVt rustic cottage at Felpham, 
near his patron, with which he was delighted for a time. 
But when Blake found that his time was to be fully 
occupied with task work, and his own wild original power 
of production limited and discouraged, his opinion changed, 
and the struggle arose which he has here described. He 
left Felpham in three years, renouncing the attempt to 
make money, and recurred to his original compositions 
and to a very precarious and limited livelihood. " I 
am £^in emei^ed into the light of day," he cries after 
his emancipation. " I have conquered, and shall go on 
conquering. Nothing can withstand the fury of my course 
among the stars of God and in the abysses of the accuser." 
This ia wild enough in all conscience. A little later he 
speaks of the composition of " a sublime alli^ory which 
is now perfectly completed into a great poem. I may 
praise it since I dare not attempt to be other than the 
secretary ; the authors are in eternity. I consider it the 
grandest poem this world contains." "Whether this was 
the Jerusalem : the Emanation of Ihe Giant Albion, we are 
not exactly informed ; but as it is the first " prophetic " 
work which follows this announcement, it is to be sup- 
posed this is what he means. Such language has been 
heard since from believers in the fantastic system which 
draws its tenets from the teachings of a piece of furni- 
ture. There ia no tangible medium of communication 
mentioned in Blake's descriptions, but the disciples of 
this faith write as he did, uttei'ances of which they do 
not claim to be more than the secretary, and of which 
they sometimes assert that they are great poems. His ia 
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m ourious nnUilatJDg of a mysteiy which is often very 
vulgar, and often very foolish, but which cannot be quite 
accr>unt«<l for either by mere imposture or credulity. 
There was no imposture in Blake, and it is strange to 
find in him the phraseology which was utterly strange to 
his time, but lias come to be a comparatively well-known 
jargon now. The great poem is thu wildest rhapsody 
that can be conceived. But his early songs last, and 
will continue to do so : even they cannot be said to be 
appreciated by the uninitiated. ITiey are little known 
and little likely to- be known : but in their ineffable art- 
lessness they are unlike anything else of the time, or 
perhaps it might be safe to say, of the language, in which 
he remains a unique figure, unapproachable and alone. 

To return more closely to the city circle, which we 
have, for the advantage of classification, allowed ourselves, 
with Southey and Blackwood, to call the Cockney School, 
we come to William Hazlitt, who baa already been men- 
tioned on various occasions, and who occupied a consider- 
able jilace among his contemporaries, though none of his 
works were of a kind to live. He was not a poet or a 
philosopher, but a literary man in the closest sense of the 
word, impelled by circumstances and a vehement and 
lively intelligence to do such work as he was capabte of 
in this fasliion, rather than constrained bj a higher neces- 
sity to utter what was in him for the advantage of men. 
It never has been proved, nor can it be proved, according 
to our belief, that to write for breail is bad for real genius, 
especially of the creative kind: but to write for bread 
when you have no message to deliver, no definite burden 
of prophecy, no story to tell, is a different matter. It is 
in these circumstances that literature is a dangerous pro- 
fession. In most cases the professional writer has soma 
gift besides, which buoys hitn up above the common 
merchandise of buying and selling. But Hazlitt had no 
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philosophy and no stoiy ; he was an essayist, a critic, a 
eomnientator upon other men's works and ways, rather 
than an original performer. There is nothing in literature 
80 diffictilt as this branch of the profesaon, which tempts 
the unwary with its seeming ease. How far it benefits 
genius, to be trained and polislied by all the appliances 
of learning, is still a moot ptsint ; but there can be no 
question that culture is the first essential to the literary 
man who does not possess genius, but only a talent for 
expressing himself, and the power of seeing intellectual 
subjects from a critical point of view. In hia case the 
proverb does not tell, which declarea that a poet must be 
bom and not made—for he is not a poet, and his chances 
of commanding anything more than a present audience 
depend upon bia thorough cultivation and knowledge. 
Hazlitt did not possess these qualities, and bis books are 
already aa old as if they had been written a thousand 
years ago, instead of half a hundred. He was, like God- 
win, the son of a dissenting minister, inheriting the 
intellectual activities and natural political bias of the class 
along with its nervous sense of social slight and injustice. 

" Haalitt," savB De Quincey, always depreciatory, " amiled upon 
no man, nor exchanged tokens of fame with the nearest of frater- 
nities. . . . Hia inveterate miaanthropy waa conatitutional, — «raB- 
perated it certainly hod been by accidcnta of life, by disappoint- 
menta, by niortilieatioDa, by inaults, and still more, by having 
wilfully placed himself in collision, from the first, with all the 
jnteraata that were in the sutisbine of thia world, and with ull the 
persons that were then powerful in England. But my iiupj'esBion 
was . , . that no change of position or of fortune could have 
brought Hazlitt into reconcihation with the lashion of this world, 
or of this England, or of this nnw. A friend of bis it was, a friend 
wishing to love him, and admiring him almost to extravi^nce, who 
tald me, in illustration of the dark sinister gloom wlu<.h sat fur ever 
on Hazlitt's countenance and gestuifS that involuntarily when 
Hazlitt put hia hand within his nuistcoat (as a m 
trick of habit) hi; himself felt a i-uHt-n reLOil of fear is fr n 
who was scjirchiiig fur a hidden la^ei 



TalEounI describes the gloomy essayist aa " sloucMng in 
from Hie theatre " to Lamb's cheerful parties, " his stub- 
born anger for Napoleon's defeat at Waterloo" somewhat 
"softened by Miss Stephens' angelic notes." On this 
point he was at variance, not only with the authorities, 
but with all patriotic and enlightened opinion, and charac- 
teristically resented the disagreement in which he found 
himself, even with the entire band of the French sympa- 
thisers, who were otherwise his brethren, but who held 
Bonaparte as a sort of Antichrist 

The temper of the man, and the almost ludicrous 
length to which political sentiment was carried, could 
scarcely be better shown than in the remarks of this 
sharp-tongued and unwary critic upon Coleridge when 
floating about in the chaos of London, in the unhappy 
years which preceded his final settlement at Highgate. 
Hazlitt, the reader will remember, furnished us with one 
of the most delightful pictures we have of Coleridge at 
Nether-Stowey, and Wordsworth at Alfoxden, in those 
days of early inspiration, when on " Quantock's airy 
ridge " they planned and pondered that conquest of the 
world, which they indeed accomplished, but not as they 
thought " What has become of that mighty heap of 
thought, of learning, of humanity ?" Hazlitt asks, when, 
far from the downs and the sea, and the hopes of youth, 
he finds the philosophic poet amid tlie dreary monotonies 
of town, " it has ended in swallowing doses of oblivion, 
and writing paragraphs for the newspapers." And the 
keen political sectary goes on to find a reason for this 
decadence, with the semi-fictitious passion which was 
characteristic of him. It is because " Liberty, the pliUo-' 
sopher's and the poet's bride, had fallen a victim to the 
murderous practices of the hag legitunacy " that the 
mighty had thus fallen. " Proscribed by court hirelings, 
too romjiiitic fur the lierd of vulyir politicians, our enthu- 
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siast Btood at bay, and at last turned on the pivot of a 
subtle casuistry to the unclean side ; but bia discursive 
reason would not let bim trammel himself into a poet- 
laureate or a stamp collector," says the envious and 
bitter critic. Soutbey, tbe excellent, the kind, enjoyed 
one of these wealthy offices ; and Wordsworth, self-absorbed 
as one of his own mountains, maintained his independ- 
ence with the aid oE the other; but Coleridge, incapable 
of any conditions, even that of furnishing birthday odea, 
" sank into torpid uneasy repose, tant-alised by useless 
resources, haunted by vain imaginings, his lips idly 
moving, but his heart for ever still." " Such," Hazlitt 
cries shi-illy, " is the fate of genius in an age when, in 
the unequal contest with sovereign wrong, every man is 
ground to powder who is not either a bom slave, or who 
does not willingly and at once offer up the yearnings of 
humanity and the dictates of reason as a welcome sacrifice 
to besotted prejudice and loathsome power !" The only 
comment we can offer after such a peroration ia that of 
Mr. Burcbell — "Fudge I" The author of Fire, Famine, 
and SlaughteT, the most fierce and powerful of political 
assaults, was wont to boast that it was he who had raiseil 
the circulation of the Mwninff Post, the paper in which 
that wonderful eclogue appeared, from an almost nominal 
rate to a large and profitable sale — an assertion of course 
denied by the editor of the paper, who attributed the 
increase to other causes, but yet showing how futile was 
this tattle about sovereign wrong or oB'erings of reason 
and humanity to loathsome power. Such was, however, 
the nature of the critic and the fashion of the time. 

Hazlitt, however, had the gift of a brilliant style, and 
a great deal of incisive and irritable force, though the 
saucy critic of to-day would call his writing " tall," and 
pull his showy sentences to pieces ; and he maintained 
a distinct place in the literature of his time, though few 



people recollect much about him iiow-a-days. He was a 
bom magazine writer, witli much of that sparkle and 
petiiliiut force which tella at the moment, and a ready 
power of resjwnse to any call, a " Contributor " of a vain- 
able kind. Such a writer, with no independent gift of 
production, must lay hia account with oblivion. But 
Hazlitt in hia own person must, one cannot but think, 
have been more impressive and interesting than in print, 
for, in the beginning of the two volumes which liis 
grandson has dedicated to his memory, there are various 
laudatory paragraphs, testimonials, so to speak, to his 
merit, wliich rank him much more highly. " I should 
belie my own conscience," says Charles Lamb, " if I said 
less than that I think W. H. to be, in his natural and 
healthy state, one of the wisest and finest spirits breath- 
ing. ... I think I shall go to my grave without finding, 
or expecting to find, sach another companion." Higher 
praise than this no man could have, and when we add 
his biographer's simple estimate of his titles to immor- 
tality as an " Edinburgh Keviewer, London Magazine man, 
a person of letters who was thought big enough game, 
both in London and Edinburgh, for Mr. Gilford's and Mr. 
Blackwood's longest shot," we feel that we have said all 
for Hazlitt which it is necessary to say. To have been 
held up to pubUc admiration by Christopher North, as a 
leading member of the Cockney School, was sometliing; 
and notwithstanding his real literary power, a Cockney of 
letters he assuredly was, subjecting all things to the 
standard of a narrow circle, always defiant in his own 
person, and in angry resistance to all the lai^er in- 
fluences, against which his arrogant independence and 
self-esteem revolted. 

In his personal history we find some curious circum- 
stances. He took a step which we do not remember to 
have heard of as resorted to by any man of character. 



before or since ; being an Engliahnian, with no connection 
wliatever with Scotland, he took advantage nf the Scotch 
law of divorce to shake himself free of a wife who did 
not suit him. It is true that the lady was of the same 
mind, and very willing to aid in the strange operation, 
which was carrie:! out accordingly. His motive was to 
be able to marry a young woman, the daughter of the 
house in which he lodged, who had roused him in middle 
age into all the fervour of an early paaaion. "Whether 
slie was aware of the strong step taken by her elderly 
lover to open a way for her we are not toM, but when he 
rushed back to London, a free man, to marry her, the 
girl put him off and played with him, and was finally 
discovered to be on much more aflectionate tenus with 
another lover. His fury and passion, and the letters 
which passed between the pair, and the terrible dis- 
appointment of his hopes, he put, red-hot with love and 
rage, into a book which he called the JAber Ainor-is. 
Such an exhibition never could be met with anything 
but laughter, and it has left a shade of permanent 
ridicule upon this fierce figure, once so active and loud, 
now 30 little known. At a later period he managed to 
marry . another more soft-hearted woman; but any 
marriage must, we should suppose, have been of doubtful 
legality in the circumstances. The whole story is that 
of one who was anything but a happy man. He b^an 
hia life with a very dry and lifeless exposition of philo- 
sophy On the Principles of Human Action; but all his 
other contributions to literature, except a Life of Napoleon, 
eouaiated of essays and criticism. His sketches of his 
contemporaries retain the interest which the work of an 
eye-witness always must have, but there is little that is 
profound or original in his criticism, much of which was 
spoken in the form of lectures before it found its way into 
print 
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Of the aaniH class, though with qnalities so much 
more attmctive that his nicmoiy is still fresh aud plea- 
sant to muuy rt-ailers, is I^igh Hunt, who, with the same 
imperfect education find want of literary training, but 
witli & spark of genius which makes up for many 
ileficiencies, became a member of the same lively literary 
circle of nevspa{ter aiid magazine writere, which more or 
luss embrace<l all the names that have come before us. 
It is a curious proof of the difference that this little 
spark of genius makes, to contrast the productions of 
tliese two men, both of whom have produced a mass of 
miscellaneous comment on every subject under heaven, 
hundreds and thousands of pages which served to occupy 
and amuse, if not to instruct, the readers of their day, 
just as so many of ourselves do — with an amount of 
workmanlike skill which earns its daily recompense very 
honestly so long as it has no pretension to do more, but 
which is altogether inadequate to build a lasting literary 
reputation upon. Leigh Hunt, like Hazlitt, wrote largely 
in newspapers, in magazines, and reviews, and collected 
these writings into volumes which exist and are laid up 
on dusty shelves where nobody thinks of disturbing 
them. But Leigh Hunt did what Hazlitt could not do. 
There came out of his heart at least two exquisite little 
poems, which, to apply our favourite teat, would, if all he 
ever wrote was swept away by some conflagration, linger 
in individual memories for generations, and flutter down 
orally through the mist of years, indestructible and sacred. 
One of these scraps of verse is the exquisite little fable 
called Abou Ben Adhcm: the other. Lines addressed "To 
T. L. H., six years old, during a sickness." The former 
is so brief that, well known though it be, we may quote 
it once more as Leigh Hunt's " title to the skies " of 
poetical remembrance and fame; — 



LElOH BDNT.] THE SINBTEENTH CENTURY. 

" Abou Ben Adhera. — may hja tribe increase — 
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
And saw within the moonlight in his room, 
Kaking it rich and like a lily in bloom. 
An angel writing in a book of gold ; 
Exceeding fear bad made Ben Adbcm bold, 
And to the presence in the room be said, 

' What writest tbovi V The vision raised bia head 
And, with a look made of all sweet accord, 
Answered, 'Tbe names of those who love the Lord.' 

' And is mine one )' said Adhem. ' Nay, not bo,' 
Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low, 
But cheerily still, and said, ' I pray thee, then. 
Write me aa one that loves his fellowmen,' 
The angel wrote and vanished. The next night 
He came agaiu with a gi'eat wakening light. 
And showed the names whom love of God had blest, 
And, lo ! Ben Adhem'e name led all the rest." 

He who has left one such jewel as this has a claim 
upon his race surpassing that of the most excellent writ- 
ing, the best criticism, the highest popular skill and 
adroitness in contemporary history. It is, indeed, the 
only claim that Time acknowledges short of actual 
creation or discovery. The clever writer who has in him, 
hesides his writing and hia cleverness, the something 
indefinable, unpurchasahle, not to be manufactured or 
inherited, which can produce this little hit of verse, has a 
certain place secured to him for ever in the records of hia 
language. But without this, vague miscellaneous writing, 
however clever, is nothing more than a profession, which 
earns its wages according to its quality, and has no right 
to expect any more, 

Leigh Hunt wrote in innumerable papers ; some of 
these — for instance, the Examiner, which still exists after 
many changes — retain a sort of prejudice in their favour 
from this time, a vague idea of some literary grace and 
excellence superior to tlie ordinary, though it is long since 
all connection was severed between them and the original 
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from which this prejudice came. And Itis stray aiticles 
Slid essays would fill — do fill — more Tolumes than it is 
vasy U) iiiiinlicr. He was also tJie victim, in a more 
a<,tual sense than Hnloroft, Home Tooke, and their com- 
jiaiiions, of a political persecution. Of that " sanguinary 
plot against the liberties of Englishmen," as Godwin calls 
it, which did these gentlemen so little harm, it is difficult 
to form any serious judgment now through all the heroics 
of the defendants, and in face of the fact that it came to 
nothing. Leigh Hunt's, however, was no sedition hut a 
libel against the Prince Regent, the "Adonis of fifty," 
who had ao offended the Liberal party in his time by that 
invariable and historical expedient of Heirs Apparent, the 
change of politics which follows a change of position from 
expectancy to power, tha' no mercy was shown h im. 
Fow people now-a-days will strike a blow for Geoiga the 
l-'ourth, but the man who calls the head of a State Sar- 
(Innapalus, and describes him as " a violator of his wotii, 
a libertine over head and ears in disgrace, a. deapiaer of 
diuiiestic ties, the companion of gamblers and demireps," 
could scarcely expect, in an age of political excitement 
and arbitrary proceedings, to do so without remark. The 
printer and writer of the article were tried for libel, and 
sentenced to be, imprisoned for two years, and pay a fine 
of five hundred pounds each. Leigh Hunt informs us 
that it was notified to them that " if we would abstain in 
future from commeiitiiig upon the actions of tlie royal 
peraonage" both pcnaHies might be remitted; but this 
neither he nor his brotiier chose to do — and there is no 
doubt that he made a gi-eat deal of literary capital out of 
his imprisonment. His description of it, and the means 
he took to make it pleasant, is very characteristic of tiie 
man, and sets at once before us the sentimentalities and 
pi-ettinessea wliicli he brought into a sort of fashion. His 
mom in prison was " papered with a trellis of roses, the 



ceiling coloured with clouds and sky, tlie barred windows 
I screened with Venetian hliiida ; and when my bookcases 
were set up with their busts, and flowers and a pianoforte 
made their appearance, perhaps there was not a hand- 
somer room ou that side of the water." He was per- 
mitted to have his family with him in this Bower of 
BUss, aud the satisfaction of beholding the surprise and 
delight of every new visitor at the transformation he bad 
eDfected must have gone a long way to undo the pains of 
the confinement. Amateurs of decorative art in the 
present day will sbi;dler at Leigh Hunt's skyey ceiling 
and trelhs of roses; but he thought it very fine, and got 
true enjoyment out of his sentimental prison. 

Leigh Hunt lived a long life, and wrote an intermin- 
able amount of prose, such aa the world very willingly 
lets die. He produced a poem, the Legend of Eimim, a 
soft and novelistie version of the stern tale of Faolo and 
Franeesca, in which critics were accustomed to say there 
are some " exquisite Imes"— but the public has never 
cared very much for this poem. And a great deal of 
pretty writing came from Leigh Hunt — genial babble of 
green fields, pleasant enumeration of pleasant landscapes, 
and that kind patronage of nature which is so easy to a 
fluent pen, and carries with it a suggestion of delicate 
morahty and a fine mmd. At a later period he went to 
Italy on the invitation of Lord Byron and to join him— 
with the idea of setting up " a Liberal periodical pubhca- 
tion" in conjunction with Byron aud Sbeltey- — a most 
curious project, which naturally came to nothing. We 
shall be obliged to return to this subject in our remarks 
upon the two great poets, at whose melancholy and pre- 
maturely ended lives we have now almost arrived. 

Another most gentle and friendly figure which links 
itself on to this graup, in the beginning of the century, by 
means of the Laiubs, is Gary, the translator of Dante, he 
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who had begun his poetical career under the iving of the 
Swan of Lichfield, and exchanged poetical complaints in 
that old-world coterie. Gary was as unlike as it is pos- 
sible to couceive to the half-educated and restless writera 
above mentioned. He was a scholar born, and a wide 
and unwearied reader, keeping journals which are little 
more from beginning to end than a list of books carefully 
mastered and annotated, a student whose library was his 
workshop, his field of action, the centre of bis life. From 
hia childhood he had exercised himself in the work of 
translation. " When he was only eight years old," we 
are informed, " I have heard him say pleasantly, laughing 
at his own precocious taste for translating and blank verse, 
tlint at that ^e be rendered a considerable portion of the 
first book of the Odyssey into his childish prose, and, 
having done so, cut it into lengths of ten syllables each, 
which he then wrote out under the persuasion that it was 
poetry." When he was a boy at Rugby, in a more ad- 
vanced stage, he agreed with two of his friends " to attempt 
a metrical translation of the chief Greek poets." Thus 
the child was father to the man. His University career 
seems to have passed tranquilly without any special dis- 
tinction, and he entered the Church in accordance with 
his father's wishes in due time, and was in 1797, when 
all the new poets and writers of the undeveloped age were 
at their fullest activity, the vicar of Abbots Bromley, newly 
married, and in the enjoyment of that perfect tranquillity 
and happiness which seem nowhere more likely to be 
attained than in a parsonage. Here he began, with a 
pleasant irregularity, by the Purgatorio, his great work. 
But it was not till 1805, when he had changed to another 
living, and was surrounded by cMldren, that the first 
volume of the translation, beginuiog, as was necessary, 
with the Inferno, was published. It is amusing to find 
tJiat it did not at all plea.'ie Miss Seward, the "deal 
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mistress," wlioae strictures he listened to witli affectionate 
patience, and who neither liked the original nor the trans- 
lation. There is a proof of a certain superficial growth 
at least of culture and knowledge among us in the present 
day, in the frankness with which the people of that time 
expressed their opinions upon subjects which are now 
sacred from irreverent remark. Miss Seward frankly did 
not like Danfce, and owned it A " Muse " of society 
occupying her position now-a-days might he of the same 
mind, hut would not venture to confess as nrnch. And 
she found Gary's tianalation to be defaced by obscurity 
and vulgarisms of language, which she set forth in a long, 
very long, letter, full of verbal criticism, thougli witliout 
convincing the author. But either the world was of Miss 
Seward's opinion concerning Dante, or, as is more probable, 
knew nothing about that great poet, and the translation 
fell dead and was no more heard of. The happy chance 
by which it was introduced to general notice and the light 
of day aflbrds one of the pi-ettiest of hterary anecdotes. 
Gary had suffered great domestic griets, which shook his 
being to its very depths, and, in the summer of 1817, was 
at the seaside at Littlehampton, sadly healing from one of 
those great wounds, and teaching his eldest boy, by way 
of occupation for his languid life. It is this boy, his 
biographer in after years, who tells the story. 

"After a morning of toil over Greek or Latin composition, it 
was OUT custom to walk on the sands ajid read Homer aloud, a prac- 
tice adopted parti; for the ^ake of the sea hi'eezes, and not a little, 
I believe, in order that the pupil might learn fo read ore rotiinilo, 
having to raise hia voice above the noise of the sea that was breaking 
at our feet. For asveral consccntive days Coleridge croBsed us in 
OUT walk. The sound of the Greek, and especially the expressive 
coantenance of the tutor, attracted hie notice ; so one day, as we 
m^ he placed hitaeclf directly in my fother's way, and thua ac- 
costed him : ' Sir, yaura is a lace I elutuld know. I am Samuel 
Taylor Coleridge.' His person was not unkno^¥ll to my father, who 
had ali'oAdy [minted him out to me as the gictit ^^ciiius of our ih;o 
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■nd oonntry. Our volume of Hinier wiu «Ii»t up ; but, as it whs 
erer Col*riiis*'» ciuUim to Bpvalt — il coulil not be called uUcing it 
eanvErciii); — on the subject thai firgt offerol itralf, wbutever it might 
be, the cleep mysleriei of the blind bard tiignged our ntteiition. dur- 
ing the rumniniler of a lung wulh. I was too young at the time lo 
carry awaj with mc an,v but b very vague inipreiMiiin ibf liie wtm- 
drouH flpench. All tliat 1 remember is, that I felt aa one from whose 
eyeg the ecale^ were Juat removed, who could discuss and eiyoj the 
light, but had not strength of vinon to bear ita folneaa. . . . The 
close of OUT walk found Coleridge at our family dinner- table. Among 
other topics of conversation, Dante's ' divine ' poem was mentioned. 
Coleridge had never heard of my father's translation, but look a 
cop; home with him that D^ht On the fuUowing day, when the 
twii friends (for so they may from their first day of meeting be called) 
met for the purpose of taking their daily stroll, Coleridge was able 
to recite whole pages of the version of Dante, and though he had 
not the original with him, repeated passages of that also, and com- 
mvnled on the translation. Before leaving Littlehampton, he t!i- 
presaed his determination to bring the version of Dante into public 
notice; and tbia, more than any other single person, he had the 
means of cluing in hia course of lectures delivered in London during 
the winter months." 

It is plea^aot to find that much aa Colerfflge was in 
the habit of forgetting his promises and enpagements, he 
did not forget this. On the margin of his notes for one 
of his lectures stands the memorandum, " Here to speak 
of Mr. Gary's translation :" and he did so speak of it that 
" the work, whicli had been published four years, but had 
remained in utter obscurity, was at once eagerly sought 
for. About a thousand copies of the first edition that 
remained on hand were immediately disposed of, and iu 
less than three months a new edition was called fur," 
while, to crown all, both the Sdivhmjh and Quarterly 
Beviews re-echoed the praises tliat had been sounded by 
Coleridge, and henceforth the claims of the translator of 
Dante to literary distinction were universally admitted. 
Before this, Gary, joining in the universal verdict, had 
announced to his brother-in-law his meeting with Cole- 
ridge as " the most extraordinary iiinn I ever met with." 
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It is pleasant, amid the accounts already quoted aiid those 
given by De Quincey and others of the chaotic character 
of the poGt'a lectures, to find so delightful an incident 
connected with thenr. 

The work thus recommended to the world has kept its 
place ever since as the standard translation of Dante. 
Others may have greater literary excellence, but its faith- 
fulness and completeness, and the, on the whole, dignified 
and sufficient manner in which the work is executed, give 
it a lasting value which no other translation has attained. 
Gary was guilty of many pipings of origiual song besides, 
which did not meet with such approval. We have already 
quoted the tender and sympathetic verses addressed to 
lamb, who bad found in the learned and gentle clergy- 
man a congenial spirit. In the latter portion of his life 
Gary quitted the parsonage, over which the death of several 
children had thrown a lasting gloom, aud received an 
appointment which exactly suited him in the British 
Museum. This brought him into the circle of literature 
in London, but not to its high places or among its fashion- 
able votaries. He lived in Bloomshury, as simply and as 
gravely as he had hved in the eountcy ; devoted to his 
books, and spending all his days in the great library which 
it was a happiness to him to watch over and care for ; 
writing occasional magazine articles like the rest, and 
sending forth other essays in translation, among which 
was a version of the-" Birds" of Aristophanes. But after • 
ten years' enjoyment of this modest poet, Gary's mind was 
disturbed and bis position altered by the sudden elevation 
over him of the late well-known and celebrated Antonio 
PanizzL Everybody is ^;reed now-a-days that a more 
admirable appointment than that of Panizzi could not 
have been made ; but it is curious to see, looking back, 
the hard case of the good Gary, who, whatevet his business 
qualifications may have Ijeen, was a devoted lover of books. 
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and the mnst creditable of public aervanta. The promo- 
tion of lib Hubortlinate, however, was more than his gentle 
temper coiiiil bear, and he addressed a spirited protest to 
the Lord Chancellor ; but he liad no success in his effort 
to undo the decision, and accordingly resigned his appoint- 
ment after ten years' service. The loss, however, was not 
one that affected him vitally, and a few years later a pen- 
flion was granted to him. He used the leisure thus forced 
upon him in miscellaneous literary work, and edited, 
among other things, a aeries of English poets — which, by 
the way, is a thing which almost eveiy notable writer of 
the period seems to have doue. What has become of all 
these series, specimens, extracts, new editions, one after the 
other, it is impossible to tell. But there was scarcely a 
bookseller or unoccupied author who did not plunge into 
some undertaking of the kind. 

Gary died peacefully as late as 1844, in a gentle old 
age, consoled by the love and attention of his son. He 
seems to have had no special place in society, being 
always retiring and shy ; hut the Lambs, after their re- 
tirement, when Temple Lane was a thing of the past and 
they had gone into their suburban exile, came once a 
month to dine with him in Bloomsbury, a little festival 
which was looked forward to with pleasure on both sides. 
" We were talking of roast s/uiidder of mutton with onion 
sauce ; but 1 ,^corn to prescribe to the hospitalities of 
mine host," is Lamb's playful suggestion in reference to 
one of these friendly dinners. Gary was brought in 
contact with other members of the craft at the " Maganne 
dinners," given generally by the pubhshers, which kept 
the contributors to the London Mai/adne together. At 
one of them a rustic author made his appearance whom 
we may note in passing, a gentle poet, for whom some- 
thing friendly was done by the lovers of literature of the 
time, but who was not great, and had it not. in bun to 



attain any height. Among the gentlemen, he wtis a little 
out of place, and did not know what to do with himself. 
"The most interesting of the paity was the poet Clare. 
He was dressed in a lahourer's holiday suit. The pun- 
sters evidently alarmed him, hut he hstened with the 
deepest attention to his host" (who was Cary himself, the 
dinner being for some forgotten reason at his house). It 
required something beyond the range of a rustic veraifier 
to make out what all the wits were after — Lamb, with 
his rolling stammer, skilfully exercised to the advantage 
of his genius, and all the younger talkers used to the 
quick exchanges of skilful conversation. 

Tlie mention of the London Magazine, to which this 
school of writers was attached, and in which tlie Essays 
of EHa appeared, brings before us a brief but curious 
romance of literature, the tragic episode of which John 
Scott, the editor of that publication, was the hero. It is 
difficult to find any distinct record of this writer and liia 
fate, though there are innumerable allusions to him in 
the literary memoirs of his day. His writings have not 
been collected or preserved save in the pages of his 
Magazine, but nothing can be higher than the testimony 
borne to his qualities by his friends and literary coad- 
jutors. " He was," says Sergeant Talfourd, " a writer of 
remarkable candour, elegancOj and discrimination," and 
his powei; of managing the stafF of contributors, which 
included so headstrong and petulant a member as Hazlitt, 
and one so eccentric and uncertain as De Quincey, was 
marvellous. Talfourd invests his unfortunate end with 
an almost ludicrous mystery. " In a luckless hour," he 
says, "instead of opposing the little personalities of 
Blackwood by the exhibition of a serene power, he rushed 
with spurious chivalry into a personal contest, caught up 
the weapons he had himself ilenounced, and sought to 
unmask his opponents, and draw them beyond the pale of 
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litcnuy courtesy . . . and at last met his death almost 
l>y lamentable accident in the uncertain glimnier of moon- 
li;<ht, fnon the hand of one who went out resolved not to 
barni hinu" This melixlraniatic picture was not needed 
to turn into a i>aiufu] horror the ridicale which had 
hilheno attended literary duels, snch a-s the intended en- 
citunttrT, fur instance, between little Moore and liUle 
Jeffrey, of which (especially as it never came to any- 
thing) it WHS impossible to think wiihont a laugh. In 
the pmwnt case the contest of sharp words ended in real 
hloodshed, and the laugh ia quenched in horror, minted 
wtth a jjainful sense of entire incongmity. The lively 
dinners round the publisher's table, where Lamb panned 
ami Hazlitt raved, and gentle Mr. Gary had bis learned 
little joke, on one hand, — and thewilder mirth of Ambrose's 
parlour, where Christopher North flashed forth the light 
(if his genius, and "the Shepherd talked the divinest of 
nonsense, on the other, — came thus into contact for a 
moment with a sharp and stem touch of wrong-headed 
reality, incongruous human passion, out of place and oat 
of date, half hathos, hut altogether tragedy, which it is 
moat painful to contemplate. This incident leaves a scar 
across the peaceful story. It is, fortunately, the only 
accident of this kind which we are called uix>n to record, 
The society in Loudon, which we have thus attempted 
to set before the reader, had nothing to do with the gital 
world. If they touched occasionally upon the outskirts 
of that fairer sphere, their hves were entirely spent in a 
different atmosphere, in dingy houses and small rooms, in 
streets populous and noisy, or lost in the dnlness of a 
homely suburb. The Polyj^on, Soniera Town, the small 
streets about Holbom, the Temple, a more dignified title: 
where the air was not so heavy as it is uow-a-daya in the 
most elegant regions, and where there was little talk of 
fog: but where everything was Town, and the atmosphere 
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had all the bustle and the liraitationa of the streete. 
Little notes conveyed by hand, droppings in on this and 
that acq^uaintaiiee, quick response of communication at all 
times, and a murmur of perpetual talks, rustle through 
this limited world. They are spectators, in minutest 
detail, of each other's existence, but the larger stream of 
life does not touch them. There is no coming and going 
of imperial intei'ests, not even any greatness of passing 
strangers, or influences out of literature, the action, always 
BO mtich needed among professional persona, of the ordi- 
nary world. This great advantage, which is shared by so 
many people in the higher classes, who are quite unable 
to profit by it, was unknown to this world underground. 
Hence the justice of tlie injurious title of the Cockney 
School, and hence much of the narrowness and petty per- 
sonality of men whose views were large enough. The 
largeness of their views, passing all bounds of the practi- 
cal, was indeed due to the same limitation which con- 
tracted their lives. They knew at once too little and too 
much for the rSle they assumed — too much of books and 
too little of men. To all fine spirits shut up in a petty 
world, the capabilities of nature, if once emancipated from 
its bounds, are far more like to become the objects of 
passionate belief than is possible with those who, seeing 
all varieties of mankind pass before tlieir eyes, learn the 
limits of hope, and get somehow to understand how little 
is likely to be accomplished. The little circle of bourgeois 
writers turning round and round in its own orbit, chang- 
ing its combinations chiefly by means of personal quarrels 
and controversies, made little progress, though it believed 
in 80 much. It missed its full development because it 
WAS tlius cabined and confined. 

Nevertheless, there are other names which bring us 
westward into the more open air of the great World, 
where everytliiug is more spacious, more free, more varied. 
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Leigli Hunt was a friend of Byron, of Shelley, and the 
younger {;^«l^l of plH^^g. TLese names lead us, thoi^ 
ever so alightly, to the wider region, even when they 
themselves can scan^ely l)e sfiiil to helong to it. Mack- 
intosh, who had written his Vindieiiv GaUiaee ia his 
young days, to cimnge into views much more moderate' 
as maturity and all its mixed motives came, lioked IJiem 
with public life and a philosophy less ideal and impoe- 
Rilile than that of Goilnnn. Hazlitt lived next door to 
Jeremy Bentham. Thus the one sphere touched the other 
in which, after a dilTerent fashion, with more space and 
less concentration, life and thought, imagination and 
reason, satire and fancy, were being as fully exercised in 
a different way. 

It is perhaps scarcely just to add to the end of this 
humble circle the name of a poet never attaining the fimt 
rank, yet reaching a gentle eminence on which his name, 
mure than his work, 'perliaps, is still fully known — Bryan 
Waller Procter, more universally known in his lifetime as 
Barry Cornwall: but it is ditficult to allot him his place 
elsewhere. His name involves that of Basil Montagu, 
whose stepdaughter he married, and to whose circle he 
belonged. This gentleman, the early patron and friend 
of many men of letters, holds a sort of middle position 
between the bourgeois circle and the finer groups of 
society. He was a man of fine literary taste, who loved 
to gather about him snch members of the literary pro- 
fession as came within his reach, and who, beginning with 
Godwin and his peers, kept up for a long time the 
friendly tradition, and encouraged young authors and 
courted old ones, as has always been the custom with 
those better-off people who, without the faculty or impulse 
of writing themselves, have yet a ftmdness for the society 
of those who exercise that craft, and love to hold on by 
the skirts of literature. The liospitable house of Basil 
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Montagu has been hardly and ungratefully used in recent 
i ; but every aucli circle is liable to be so treated 
when it has been subject to the inspection of critical eyes, 
■without the glamour of gratitude or kindness in them. 
Mieeenaa becomes easily ridiculous, and no doubt there 
were men in Rome who thought little of that patron of 
the arts, considered hira to be seeking bat his own glory 
in drawing the wits about him, and called his company a 
menagerie, and Horace no better than a parasite. It is 
needless to say to the reader who it is that has done this, 
or to excuse the heedless words, never intended to go out 
of his own study, of Tliomas Carlyle. Tlie truth would 
seem to have lain, as usual, between the two statements : 
that Montagu, himself a dabbler in Hterature, loved its 
professors, yet liked at the same time to find himself at 
the head of a band all more or less known, about whom 
he was as likely to make mistakes as others of his con- 
temporaries were, nor less or more, but for the excellence 
of all of whom he was ready to go to the stake^is trae 
enough. And some were ungrateful, but some devoted 
to his kindly service. It was a home in which many 
younj^ men were received with kindness, and notably tlie 
raw young Scotsman with Annandale strong about him, 
its very earth upon Ids shoes, who tried so hard in his 
early' letters to 3c,rew himself up to a pitch of seemly 
admiration, but in his old age had long forgotten that, 
and remembered only the oddities of the company, and 
some whiff of the hon-hnnter in the heads of the house. 
This kind and cultivated household was in Bedford Square, 
half-way between the Cockney School and the ladies and 
gentlemen of higher social pretensions who would occa- 
sionally meet their huiqblpr brethren in the drawing- 
1, which lay midway, Of nl^ the writers who 
Iciurialied fhere, and were applauded tQ the echo, Procter 
' Privfltoiy jirintpil l<y J'Us. Piofitor. 
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IB the one moat cl<isely connected with this little centre 
of refinenieDt and cultivation. He appeared ia 1815 
■witli a volume of dramatic skett-bes, iii which he too had 
felt himself moved to the attempt, to " try the effect of 
« more nalnral style thau that which had for a long time 
prevailed id our dramatic literature," His success in this 
was small ; for among Uie modern writers for the st^ 
no one as yet boa found the means uf adapting a poetic 
diction with marked success to a dramatic story. He 
found liis way, indeed, to the stage, and had the satis- 
faction of seeing bis worka acted by such perfonnera as 
Macready and Charles Kemble ; bnt his success, so far as 
this goes, was one of the day, and his plays are unknown, 
we fear, to any theatrical repertory. He was the school- 
fellow of Byron at Harrow, and lived long enough to be 
a kind critic and counsellor far on in the centuiy to 
another generation of poets. His shorter lyrics, many of 
them very melodious and graceful, are what baa lasted 
longest. And he had the gentle succession, which some- 
body has said is peculiar to the greatest men — he handed 
on his little lamp of genius to bis daughter, and thus 
prolonged a mild but beautifid fame. 



WmjAM Godwin, bom 1756 ; died 1836, 
Published Sketchea of History in Six Semions, 1782. 

Inquiiy concernii^ Political Justice and its Influence on 

General Virtue and Happiness, 1793. 
Things as they are ; or. The Adventures of Calal> 

Wilhanis (novel), 1794. 
The Inquirer (aeries of eaaaya), 1796. 
Memoirs of Mary WollBtoneeraft Godwin, 1798. 
St. Leon (novel), 1799. 

Anfcnio ; or, The Soldier'H RevonRc (di'nnia), 1800, 
Thoughts on Dr. Parr's Spital Sennon, 1801. 
Life of Chaucer, 1803, 

Fleetwood j or, The New Man of Feeling (novel), 1804. 
Faulkner: A trayedj, 1807. 
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Published EBScay on Sepulchres ; or, A Proposal for Erecting some 
Memorial of the Illustrious Dead on the Spot where 
their Remains have been interred, 1808. 

Lives of Edward and John Phillips, the nephews of 
John Milton, 1815. 

Jklandeville (novel), 1817. 

Treatise on Population, 1820. 

History of the Commonwealth of England, 1824-7. 

Cloudesley (novel), 1830. 

Thoughts on Man, 1831. 

Lives of the Necromancers, 1834. 



Mary WoLLSTONECRArT, bom 1759 ; died 1797. 

Published Thoughts on the Education of Daughters (pamphlet), 1786. 
Vindication of the Rights of Woman, 1791. 
Moral and Historical View of the French Republic, 1792. 
Letters from Norway, 1795, 



Thomas Holcroft, bom 1745 ; died 1809. 

Published Alwyn ; or. The Gentleman Comedian (novel), 1780. 
Duplicity (comedy), 1781. 
The Deserted Daughter ) , 
The Road to Ruin, 1792 j ^^^^ 
Anna St. Ives, 1792. 
Hugh Trevor, 1794. 
Bryan Perdue, 1805. 
A Tour in Grerniany and France. 
Many Translations from the French and German, 
Autobiography. 



Mrs. Elizabeth Inchbald, bom 1753 ; died 1821. 

Published Mogul Tale (farce) ; Such Things Are ; The Married 
Man ; The Wedding Day; The Midnight Hour; Every 
Man has his Fault ; Wives as they were, and Maids as 
they are ; Lovers* Vows (plays), from 1784. 

A Simple Story (novel), 1791. 

Nature and Art (novel), 1796. 
Edited by her — 

British Theatre, 1806. 

Modem Theatre, 1809. 

Memoirs (posthumous), 1833. 
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^liss Anna Maria Porter, bom 1780 ; died 1832. 

PuWiHhtHl Artless Talt-s, 1793-5. 
Walsh Colville, 1797. 
0(•t<lvil^ 1798. 

Th.- l^iktrt of Killarney, 1804. 
A Sailor's Friendship and a Soldier's Love, 1805. 
TIk' Hiinj^arian Brothers, 1807. 
Don Sfhjistian and the House of Braganza, 1809. 
Ballad Romances and other Poems, 1811. 
The Recluse of Norway, 1814. 
The l\'ii.<t of St. Magdalen, 1818. 
The Villa«,'e of Mariendorpt, 1821. 
Tales of Pity for Youth. 
The Knij^dit of St. John, 1821. 
Roche Blanche, 1822. 
Honor O'Hara, 1826. 
The Barony, 1830. 



Miss Jane Porter, bom 1776 ; died 1850. 

Published Thaddeus of Warsaw, 1803. 
The Scottish Chiefs, 1810. 
The Pastor's Fireside, 1815. 
Duke Christian of Luneburgh, 1824. 
The Field of Forty Footsteps, 1828. 
Sii" Edward Seawaid's Diary, 1831. 



Mrs. Radcliffe, bom 1764 ; died 1823. 

Published The Castles of Athlin and Dunbayne, 1789. 
The Sicilian Romance, 1790. 
The Romance of the Forest, 1791. 
The Mysteries of Udolpho, 1794. 
The Italian ; or. The Confessional of the Black Penitents, 

1797. 
Gaston de Blondeville ; or, The Court oi\ 

Henri III. resting in Ardennes ( , 

St Alban's Abbey (metrical) ^posthumous. 

Poetical Pieces 
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William Hazlitt, bom 1778 ; died 1830. 

Published On the Principles of Human Action, 1805. 
Eloquence of the British Senate, 1808. 
Views of the English Stage 1 •• «■• ^ 
The Eound Table | 1»17. 

The English Comic Writers, 1819. 
Characters of Shakspeare's Plays, 1517. 
The Dramatic Literature of the Time of Elizabeth, 1821* 
Table Talk, 1821-2. 
The Spirit of the Age, 1825. 

Notes of a Journey through France and Italy, 1825. 
The Plain Speaker, 1826. 
Life of Napoleon, 1828-30. 
Conversations of James Northcote, Esq., 1830. 



Rev. H. F. Cart, bom 1772 ; died 1844. 

Published Sonnets and Odes, 1788. 
Ode to Kosciusko, 1797. 
Translation of the Inferno, 1805. 
Translation of the Divina Commedia^ 1814. 
Lives of the English Poete. 
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THE COUNTRY. 



Xt Is 90 difficult to follow a distinct classificat 
respect to the literary workers who are continually 
crossing eaoli other's paths, appearing and reappearing in 
difTerent links and windings of the same historical way, 
that some arbitrary mode of diviaion is necessary. And 
we thiuk it better, having given such glimpses as we have 
been able of one section of the literary world in London, 
to pauae for a little upon those who do not appear modi 
in the centre of national life at all, before piwceeding t*) 
the other greater and more showy region which touches 
the highest circles of the state, and belongs to what is 
called and has always been called " Society." The reign 
of the literary coteries in the provincial towns liad begun 
to die out about the time of the new century; but yet we 
find many points of light all over the country, where 
men and women pursued their varied intellectual pur- 
suits, jwith less delightful complacency indeed than that 
which distinguished the Swan of Lichfield, but still with 
-fl^ deeper sense of their own superiority and importance aa 
enlighteuers of the earth, than is general now among the 
unobtrusive professors of literature. So near London as 
Hampstead, Joanna Baillie, the most modest of women, 
but the most ambitious of female poets, lived for the 
greater part of a long life. "We cannot feel that, great as 
her i-eputation was, and high as was the opinion cx^Jtessed 
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of her by many of her most diatinguiahed contemiiorariea, 
■we should be justitied in leaving out that prefix aiid 
ranking her boldly among the poets without distinction 
of sex. That she was superior to many men of her time 
is no reason for claiming for her an approach to the 
circle of the greatest: and to name her with Wordsworth 
or with Coleridge would be folly, although there is now 
and then a Shakspearian melody in her blank verse which 
pleased the general ear more than the stronger strain of 
the Excv/rswn, and stood no unfavourable comparison with 
the diction of Coleridge's dramas. It ia evident that she 
herself aimed at a reputation not inferior to theim, and 
that the consciousness of a lofty purpose, and the applause 
of " those qualified to judge," which she received in no 
stinted measure, and indeed tlie favour of the public, 
wliieh demanded several editions of the first volume of 
her Plays </n the Passioite, gave her a certain dignified 
sense of merit, such as oE itself impresses the reader, and 
disposes him to grant the claim so gravely and modestly 
put forth. Personally no one could be leas disposed to 
plume herself upon iier genius, or claim the applause of 
society ; but that she seriously believed herself to have 
produced great works, whicli the world would not let die, 
is we think very clear. And so thought Scott^ whose 
opinion baa so miich right to be received and honoured. 
A woman might well think much of her work of whom 
he had said that "the harp" had been silent "by silver 
Avon's holy shore" for two hundred years until — 

" She, the bold enchantreaB, came 

With fearlesa hand and heart on flame, 
From the pale willow snatched the treasiure 
And swept it with a kindred raeaaiut ; 
Tin Avon'fl Swan, while rang the grove 
"With Montfort's hate and Basil's love, 
Awakening at the inspired strain, 
Dreauied their own ShakBi)care lived again !" 



TIlis pmise, out of all iiroportion to its object, and wliich 
we wouM not now apply to the grcat«st of recent poetfl, 
was given in all good fuith ; and Joanna BailUe received 
it with a Bober composure which has nothing of vanity or 
sc1f-«onsciousne5S in it. There is no instance indeed in 
literature of a self-estimation so lofty, yet so completely 
modest and nntinctuied with elation or self'applausa 
Her anihition reached to the very highest heights of fame, 
and she believed that she had attained an elevation near 
them. This of itself ia always impressive to contempo- 
raries, who never can be entirely certain how posterity is 
to receive their estimate of excellence, and who are indeed 
so continually proved to be wrong in it. Not only from 
her own generation, however, but to the present time, 
roapect and a kindly venemtion have ever attended her 
nama We honour her fine purpose and intention, if we 
forget the works in which she believed she had carried 
theiu out, and would still meet with aluiost indignation 
any attempt at unkindly criticism upon a poet so pure 
and high-toned, a woman so worthy of all respect. Her 
gentle and lovely life had no incident in it. She was one 
of those maiden princesses about whom there always 
breathes a soft and exquisite perfume, too delicate for 
common appreciation, of that reserved and high virginity, 
which, never reaching to any second chapter of life, 
involves an endless youth, Tlus is not what we mean 
when we speak, vulgaily and meanly, of an old maid — 
and yet an old maid, worthy of the name, with all the 
strange experiences by proxy which life brings, yet with 
the first awe of imagination still undeparted, aud the 
bloom never banished from her aged cheek, is one of the 
most delicate objects in nature. Perhaps, however, we 
must add, such a one is very inadequately qualified for the 
composition of tragedies, especially those that deal witJl 
the passions. 



In the preface to her first volume, Jonnna Eaillie sets 
forth her theory of the extreme interest of " mankind to 
man," hy way of accounting for the choice o!" her siihjects. 
Her illustration of the manner in which that interest 
works is very bold and ingenious ; we do not venture to 
assert that it was altogether ori|final, hut it has certainly 
been often repeated. Not only does she assert this to be 
"the proper study" of the enlightened mind, but aho 
claims it as the origin even of those hideous curiosities, 
which move the multitude to the enjoyment of executions . 
and murders, and, indeed, as in the following example, the 
excuse of absolute cruelty. 

" Revenge, no doubt, first began among the eavages of America 
that dreadful cuatom of sacrificing their prisoners of war. But the 
perpetration of such hideous cruelty could never hove beiMime a 
pennanent national custom but for the universal desire in the 
human mind to behold man in every mtnation, putting forth hia 
Btrength i^ainat the current of adversity, scorning all bodily 
anguiflh, or Btruggling with those ftselings of natiu* which, like a 
beating stream, will ofttiniea burst through the barrieiB of pride. 
Before they begin those terrible rites they treat their prisonere 
kindly ; and it cannot be supposed that men, alternately enemies 
and friends to bo many neighbouring tribes, in mannea^s and appear- 
ance like themselves, should so strongly be actuated by a spirit uf 
public revenge. This custom, therefore, must be considered as a 
grand and terrible game which every tribe plays against another [ 
where they try, not the strength of the arm, the swiftness of the 
feet, nor the acntenesa of the eye, but the fortitude of the Eoul. 
Conddered in this Ught, the excess of cruelty exercised upon their 
miserable victim, in which every hand is described as ready to 
inflict ita portion of pain, and every head ingenious in the contri- 
vance of it, is no longer to be wondered at. To put into his 
measure of misery one agony less, would be doing a species of 
injustice to every hero of their own tribe who had already sustained 
it, and t^ those who might be called upon to do so — among whom 
each of these savage tormentors has hia chance of being one, and 
has prepared himself for it from his childhood. Nay, it would be a 
Bpedes of injustice to the haughty victim himself, who would scorn 
to purchase his place among tlic heroes of his nation at an easier 
price than his undaunted predeceesorB." 

VOL, U. T 
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By this startling yet fine example docs the author 
declare her conviction thnt human character and action 
ore of all things in the world the most interesting to men, 
a truth which scarcely requires so daring an illuetradon. 
It is on this ground that she chooses the action of the 
passions as her special theme. But the limitation of b& 
powere, and the absence of the hroader genius which can 
conceive life as a whole, is apparent in her parcelling out 
of the great motives, generally so strangely intertwined, 
of human action ; and a treatment so artificial deprives us 
of the very sympathy she claims, since, to see a man 
struggling, for instance, with the passion of hatred is 
a different thing from seeing him contend in " the grand 
and terrible game," as she finely calls it, where not 
strength of arm, nor swiftnesa of foot, nor keenness of eye, 
but the fortitude of the soul is concerned. This pedantic 
separation of one mental force from another turns the men 
of her tragedies into puppeta so helpless in the grip of the 
formal passion, which is supposed to sway thenj, that we 
accompany their mock struggle vrith impatience rather 
than sympathy. The most popular of the tragedies, and 
the one which the author had the gratification of seeing 
performed by no less actors than John Kemble and Mrs. 
Siddons, the play of Be Moutfort, affords us at once an 
instance of this. It is, perhaps, the best of Joanna 
Baillie's tragedies ; but there is no trace in it of " the 
grand and terrible game." From the moment when the 
hero presents himself to us he is not struggling against 
his master-passion, but nursing it in long soliloquies and 
musings, and seizing every opportunity to secure its 
ascendency over him. None of that wonderful play of 
suggestion with which Shakspeare leads us to the inevitable 
end is possible in so straightforward an exhibition. Nor 
is there any cause given, anything to justify the victim 
of passion or to cuU forth our sympathy. His enemy has 



done liim no harm, his liatred is entirely without reason, 
his wrath wordy and weak. Attificea of the simplest 
description suffice to drive him to madness, his reveuj^e is 
cowavJly, and his remorse womanish. He is introduced 
in gloomy self-absorption, impatient alike of kindness and 
service, brooding over his passion. " I loathed thee wheu 
a boy" is all the excuse he attempts to make for himself: 
and it is not only when his enemy crosses his path that 
the ecstasy of rage is on him. It possesses him con- 
tinually as love does, but with even more constant force. 
It has 

" Drivon me forth from kindred peace, 
Fivm eociul pleasure, from mj native home, 
To l)e a Bullen wanderer upon eartli, 
Avoiding oil men, cursing and accursed." 

The forced character of the hero's attitude is all the 
more evident from the fact that the object of this con- 
centrated wrath has no special connection with the hater, 
and does not force himself upon him in any way, the 
only direct act of intercourse between them, of which wa 
are informed, being that Eezenvelt has spared the life of 
Do Monfort in an encounter of arms when he was at his 
enemy's mercy. Nor does Rczenvelt's demeanour, when 
he is introduced, revolt us as it ought to do, to keep ns 
in sympathy with Monfort, for his light-heartedness is of 
an innocent kind, and his wit not pungent enough to hurt 
a fly. Jane, the sister of De Monfort, is a noble descrip- 
tion, but she is not much more. The following passage, 
which is the preface to her appearance, has been often 
quoted ; but it is almost the only one we care to give, 
not only as an example of Joanna Baillie's power, but 
also of her weakness : — 

Page.. Miidani, there is a liidy in your hall, 

Who IjEfiH to be admitted to your presence. 
Lady. Ib it nut oui: of our invitial friunds ? 
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I'agt. Ni-, fw unlike to them ; it ia a (itrant;er. 

Lady. How Itrnkh hw countenance ? 

Faigt, Eki i[Ui.-vnly, bu cuiiimaniUng, and to noble, 

I nbruuk «t tintt in awe ; but wb«n she smil'd, 

Fur su bKc did t^) B«e me thus abufh'd, 

Helliought I u>uld lutre compusa'd eea ajid land 

Tu do her bidding. 
LoJy. la she young or old % 

Page. Neither, if right 1 gacas ; but she is fair : 

Fur time hiith hud bis hund so gently on. her, 

Aa he tuo had been aw'd. 
Laiff, The fooliah stripling ! 

Bhe hnth bewitch'd thee. Ib ehe large in stature 1 ' 
Pagt. So BtAUily and bo graceful is her form, 

I thought at h'Ht her (future wub gigantic ; 

But on a near approach I found, in truth. 

She Bcarculy duivi Burpose the middle aixe. 
Lady. What is hex garb 1 
Pagt I cannot well deecribe the fashion of it. 

She is not dcck'd in any gallant Irini, 

But seems to me clad in Uie usual weeds 

Of high habitual state ; for as ehe moves 

Wide flows her robe in many a waving fold. 

As I have seen unfurled banners play 

With a soft breeze. 
inrfy. Thine eyes deceive thee, Txy ; 

It is an apparition thou host seen. 
Frtberg (itaHitnj from hit tent). It is an apparition he hoB Bi 

Or it is Jane De Moufort 

This 13 said to be a wonderfully good descripl 
Mrs, SiddoDs, aud to see that great actress enter i: 
diately after must have had a wonderful effect upon tlia 
audience ; but once on the stage, except to receive the 
tedious and lengtliened confidences of her brother, there 
is little or nothing for Jane de Monfort to do, and though 
everybody else continues to admire and praise her, she 
has no influence on the course of events, and is, in short, 
a mere dignified spectator from beginning to end. It is 
unnecessary to point out the prosaic line here and thure 
in the poetry itself, which mars the effect even j 
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description. Besides tlie absence of any possible sym- 
pathy with the hero, the play is without incident or 
movement. Hatred holds the stage alone, unreasoning 
and extreme. Tlie play of liiiman life is all suspended, 
and the central figure has room for no sentiment, no idea, 
but one. In Basil the construction of the play is better, 
for it is not ao entirely monotonous. Besides the love 
of the hero, there is the desire to conquer on the part of 
the heroine, mingled with a wavering beginning of afl'ec- 
tion : and the double intrigue of the Duke and hia 
counsellora to detain the unlucky general and excite 
against him bis mutinous soldiers, relieves the pressure 
of the one sole passion. It is unnecessary to enter into 
the whole series in detail. They are all marked with 
the same faidts, and in none is the workmansliip ao fine 
as to dazzle the reader. Potent and great poetry will 
triumph over any fault of construction, but it is marvel- 
lous to contemplate the acres of respectable verse, in 
which an unnatural and formal pose of the soul can be 
kept up, scene after scene and act after act, with rarely a 
gleam of nature shining through. The tragedy of Etkwald 
is a double one, two long plays to exemplify the well- 
worn dangers of ambition, which are only not so trite as 
they are bloody. But all these tragedies, without excep- 
tion, are bloody. When there is not a hecatomb of 
slaughtered victims, the one invariable " corse " is pierced 
with a dozen wounds at least. 

All this is in very strange contrast with the character 
and position of a woman so womanly and genuine : but 
stranger still is her sober certainty of the dignity and 
impoitance of her work. This conviction shone through 
every line of her elaborate prefaces, and enshrined her 
name and her dwelling in the qiuet modesty of private 
life. For many years her house at Hampstcad was an 
object of pilgrimage to many, and the best of the age 
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resorted to it with a ru-sfiect which was almost allegiance, 
Ni* that she they 8ouj;ht hiiil any wealth of iuytractioQ 
gr wiU'hury nf wunls lo clmrm Lliem withal, aucli as were 
. jM«a<!fiBeil by the greater i)oet so near her on the other 
Buburbftii hill nt Hi^ligntu. It would be hard, indeed, to 
say what was and has been since the secret of Joanna 
Bnillie's power; perhaps it was at bottom that profound 
and most modest, yet unwavering faith in herself, whioh 
is visible in all she eays. A conviction so serious and bo 
entirely unmiugled with vanity, is very impressive, and 
her generation would seem, respectfully and devoutly, 
tliongh not without here and there an occasional scepti- 
cism, to have taken her at her word. Jeffrey, in his early 
boldness, in one of the first numbers of the Edinburgh, 
assailed her in his usual frank manner, being no respecter 
of persons. Some years after, when she and her sister 
wore in Edinburgh, the dauntless erilic, who evidently 
had 80 little malice in his assaitUs that he never con- 
sidered them a reason for keeping aloof from the victims, 
sought her acquaintance; but, as her biographer says, 
"Joanna was inexorable," Slie would have nothing to 
say, in his own empire and capital, to the Eover-chief, 
the Arch-critic, as bia townsfolk called him. No other 
author we know of was so stern or determined. Southey 
sneered in hia sleeve, but did not refuse to meet his 
literary enemy — but Joanna was inexorable. At a later 
period, however, the poet forgave — and little Lord Jeflrey, 
in bis visits to London, found his way as often as another 
to Hampstead, where Scott hastened whenever be bad a 
chance, and many a Tisitor besides, whose visits were 
well worth remembering. Joanna was not eloquent in 
talk, nor in any way remarkable t« a stranger : ber sister 
Agnes, who was her constant companion, was the first of 
the two in society : but Sir Walter Scott declared that if 
he wanted to give an iuLelligeut stranger the host idea 
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poasible of an English (he should have said Scots) gentle- , 
woinarij he would send him to Joanna Baillie, and it i 
would be hard to find higher praise. | 

Her first publication was a little volume of FugUive I 
Verses, and this, a reprint of the juvenile collection, was 
also her last. She dedicated the last edition to Samuel 
Kogers, who had advised its republication, "a poet," she 
says, " who, from his owTi refined genius, classical ele- 
gance, and high estimation with the public, is well quali- 
fied to judge," and to whom she was indebted for " very I 
great and useful service " in criticism. But at the same 
time, with a half pathetic apology, through which there 
tingles an ironical note, Joanna explains that "Modern 
Poetry, within these last thirty years, has become so 
imaginative, impassioned, and sentimental, that more 
homely subjects in simple diction are held in compara- 
tively small estimation." This was long after Words- 
wortli'a defiance of fine words and high poetic language 
had resounded to all fehe winds ; but contemporaries are 
oblivious of each other. And Joanna stdl stood upon 
the pre-Wordsworth ground, at a time when Byron and 
Shelley were raising new standards of poetic advance- 
ment. " When these poems were written," she adds, " of 
all oiir eminent poets of modern times not one was 
knovra. Jlr. Hayley and Miss Seward, and a few other 
cultivated poetical writers, were the poets spoken of in 
literary circles. Bums, read and appreciated aa he 
deserved by his own countrymen, was known to few 
readers south of the Tweed." What a revolution to have 
occurred in one woman's hfe I Joanna Bailhe died in 
the serenest and moat beautiful age so short a time ago 
as 1851, after a long, gentle, and tranquil lite. 

It might, perhaps, have been better to place the name ! 
of Mrs. Barbauld in our last chapter among the iourgeois 
circle already referred to ; for she is frequently spoken of 
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Hinooi; them, snmfttimi'S witli friemUy corumeiit, sometimes 
with Uie natuml aaiK.Tity wliioh a critic niust expect lo 
iritMl with : for she was a frequent contributor to tlie 
l>cricKUcalB of the time, and a reviewer, the moat un- 
f*ruciou8 of all offices. No such weight of reputation as 
tliat which Joanna Ilaillie has retained — through an ahnoat 
complete ignorance on the part of the present generation 
of her works — has ever, so far as we can make out, 
bolunged to Mrs. Barbauld : yet it is difScuIt to tell why, 
for she has left behind her at least one scrap of verse 
which is immortal, and much beside that is well worthy 
a place in the recollection of her country. She vras, like 
so many of the writers we have had occasion to refer to, 
the child of a dissenting minister. The position seems 
to have been exceptionally favourable to literature. In 
the case of Mrs. Barbauld, a whole succession of dissent- 
ing ministers are involved, dating on one side from one 
of the Seceders of 1662, "the noble 2000," as Miss 
Aikiu describes them, " who resigned their livings rather 
than violate conscience at the prompting of that treacherous 
bigot. Lord Clarendon." She was bora in 1757, Anna 
Letitia Aikin, and her father's life was chiefly spent at 
the head of a theological academy for dissenting students, 
established at Warrington. Of the professors there, the 
famous Dr. Priestley was one, and Gilbert Wakefield, 
afterwards convicted after the pleasant fashion of the 
time for sedition, in consequence of a political pamphlet, 
another ; so that it is evident the little community was 
of advanced views. Dr. Aikin was the theological tutor 
of bis academy. He held some " obscure notions," accord- 
ing to Priestley, upon the doctrine of the Atonement, but 
was an Arian lite the rest. The Nonconformity of the 
time, at least in its most cultivated and intellectual 
circles, was everywhere strongly inclined to Unitarianism. 
They made a lively little commimity of their own, the 
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distinct colour of the Nonconformist party of which it 
consisted giving an aniusing and characteristic variety to 
the type. The Professor's daughter was a beautiful and 
sprightly girl, of a fine spirit, and full of activity and life. 
There is a story of her sudden escape, by climbing a tree, 
from the anxious suit of a rustic lover. The tree grew 
gainst the garden wall, and the alarmed young lady swung 
herself over into the lane beyond, leaving her suitor plnnU 
la. " He lived and died a bachelor," adds the record : 
" and though he was never known to purchase any other 
book whatever, the works of Mrs. Barbauld, splendidly 
bound, adorned his parlour to the end of his days." It 
might have been well for the girl if she had been con- 
tent with thia faithful farmer, and not gone farther and 
fared worse. 

The man she married was a young Frenchman of a 
Huguenot family, whom his father, who had a post in the 
household of the Electors of Hesae, " destined for the 
English Church," we are told, though, by a somewhat 
ludicrous mistake, he sent his son, in preparation for the 
Anglican Establishment, to the Warrington Theological 
Academy, to the hands of the Priestleys and "Wakeflelds. 
By this time Miss Aikin had already published a volume 
of jweuis, of which Dr. Priestley writes, with somewhat 
ponderous flattery, that one of his friends has read them 
not only " with admiration, but astonishment," and 
requests from ber a poem to be pubbshed fur the benefit 
of PaoU and the hrave Corsicans, which, he says, " may he 
the coup de gi-Aca to the French troops in that island," 
This first essay in bterature also jirocured for the young 
author a solemn letter from the great Mrs. Montagu, once 
the arbiter of fame, expressing the great pleasure she feels 
in " opening a more intimate correspondence with Miss 
Aikin," " You are certainly obliged," says the Queen of 
Society to the novice whtun she compliments, "to every 
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inaii who ia not jealniiB, and to every woman who is not 
envious of your tftli;nl5." Tlie young lady thus dis- 
tinguished was poflseflsed of great beauty. " Her form was • 
Blender, her complexion exqiiisilely fair, with the bloom 
of perfect health ; her features regular and elegant, and 
her dark blue eyes K-ameil with the light of wit and 
Ciincy." Perhaps amid all the professors who " drank tea 
together every Saturday," and whose " conversation was 
ctinally instructive and pleaaing," the gay yonng French- 
mau, Itochemont Barbauld, though he was aomewhat 
flighty, and hia " theatrical French manners" alarmed the 
lancasliire society, was a welcome relief, "Neither 
Oxford nor Cambridge could boast of brighter names in 
literature and science than several of those dissenting 
tutors," says Mrs. Barbauld's niece and biographer, Lucy 
Aikiu, herself not without pretensions to fame. But even 
dons of the first water are found to go to the wall in 
honour of a foolish undergraduate, and the girl-poet wafl 
no wiser thau her kind. When she was warned that her 
lover had a predisposition to insanity, she answered 
bravely, " If I were now to disappoint him he would cer- 
tainly go mad" — and held to her choice. The new- 
jnarried pair went to live in the village of Palgrave, in 
Suffolk, where the husband became the minister of the 
little Salem of the place, and, in addition, set up a school. 
The success of the school was great, and Mrs. Barbauld 
" threw herself heart and soul into the work." She had 
to contend with her husband's occasional " fits of insane 
fury," and to keep the routine of the place undisturbed 
by this terrible risk. Studious little boys of cultivated 
families, such a person as William Taylor of Norwich, and 
that great Dr. Sayers whose claims to renown have so 
entirely died out of rccoUectiou, were among the pupils 
whom she introduced to the early ways of learning : Mid 
tor them and her nephew and adopted child, Clu 



Mns. BARBAUIl>.] THE NIKETEBNTH CEKTUBY. 283 

A iVin , slie wrote the delightful Early Zcssons, wliich is 
the most poetical and idyllic of all baby hooka. Never 
■were words of one syllable bo charmingly employed. The 
Hymns in Prose, perhaps as having a somewhat higher 
aim, have held their place longer. But hynms in prose 
are a mistake, and never will be so popular as verse with 
children ; whereas the lovely little pictures of the Early 
Lessons are never out of date. They are, among the dull 
pages of ordinary lesson books, like vignettes by Stothard 
among the common illustrations of a penny journal. 

The BarbaiUds went often to London in their holidays 
and saw congenial people, and got free of the toils of their 
life ; and after about ten years of school work they left 
their country academy and settled iu Hampstead for some 
time. Here Mrs. Barbauld made the discovery that De 
Monfort, a tragedy which it had given her great pleasure 
tfl see, and which had been recently published in a volume 
called Plnys on the Passions, was written by " a young 
lady of Hampstead whom I visited, and who came to Mr, 
Barbauld's chapel, all the while with as innocent a face 
as if she had never written a Hug." It was no small 
glory, it may be well supposed, for that young lady (not 
quite so young perhaps as friendship describes her) to have 
her line verses mouthed by Mrs. Siddons and Kemble. 
Mrs. Barbauld has never had any such rank as the vLsion- 
ary unjustifiable rank of the modest and gentle Joanna. 
She was but a writer of Httle poems, of children's lesson- 
books, of reviews, and magazine articles, beside the lofty 
pretensions of the dramatist. Yet she had always warm 
admirers. Hannah More writes to her Sbout her " incom- 
parahl-e poem" addressed to Mr. Wilberforce, on an inci- 
dent in the agitation for the abolition of slavery. Toung 
Mr. Crabb Kobinson being asked by a young lady if he 
would like to know Mis. Barbauld, answered with 
eutliusiasm, " You might as well ask mo if I would like 
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to know the aiige! fiabriel," — and such authorities na I 
JuliuBuii and C'hnrIi!S James Fnx rugretted the » 
her groat taleiite in the composition of children's 1 
On the other hand, LauiU, whom she reviewed with t 
siderah]e severity, launched keen little stammering 
at her, and spoke of hur and Mis. Inchbnld as the I 



It was while she was living in Hampstead that I 
brother, Dr. Aikin, between wliom and herself tlie wannest 
afTection always existed, jiroduced the Evenings at Some, 
wiiich for a long time was one of the most popular g 
instructive books, read aloud on winter evenings in thojf 
sands of families, and fonuing the minds of many genlN 
unlearned peopla In this book Mrs, BaHmuld h 
share. And it was about this time (in 1793 or '94) that 
she was in Edinburgh, and gave, as Sir Walter has said, 
the first distinct touch to his dormant genius by making 
known the translation of " Lenore," made by her old pupil 
and young friend William Taylor, whose sobriquet " of 
Norwich" is somewhat tedious, but reads like a titte 
All this time she was living a life of the keenest agitatJM 
and distress, watching over her unfortunate husbfun 
whose mad paroxysms got more and more alarming, but 
from whom she would not be separated as long as it was 
possible to keep him at home. In the beginning of the 
new century they removed to Stoke Newington, where 
her brother had gone to live, and bought a house close to 
Dr. Aikin's, whose presence was a support to the unhappy 
wife in her tenible watch and chai^a Here she lived; 
sometimes in danger of her life, screening and shielding 
her imfortnnate husband at once from public knowledge 
of his state, and from the horrors of reatraint. It was' 
bere that Crabb Robinson saw her and put down hia 
impressions with his usual graphic neatness of touch. 
" Mrs. Barbiuild bore the remains of great personal beauty^ 



he says. "She had a hiilliant complexion, light hair, 
hlue eyes, a Hinall elegant figure, and her manners were 
very agreeable, with something of the generation then 
departing." A short time after her husband's malady 
broke out into wild madness : he pursued her with a knife 
to kill her, and she was compelled to take refuge in her 
brother's house, After this, the devoted woman was com- 
pelled to yield, and he was put under restraint ; but 
shortly after released himself and her by suicide. She 
lived more than a dozen years after this, dying ^ very old 
woman, over eighty. Among her productions were some 
political essays, as well as many on literary subjects, all 
lost in the indiscriminate mass of anonymous periodical 
writing, to which most known authors have contributed 
more or less. Her poem on the year 1811, written at a 
melancholy moment of the national history, and when she 
herself had little cheerfulness to spare, contains the original 
of that famous New Zealander of Lord Macaulay'a, with 
whom we are now all so familiar. It was an " ingenuous 
youth" from "the Blue Mountains, or Ontario's Lake," 
whom she imagined, coming on pilgrimage to see " London's 
faded glories." 

" Pensive and thoughtful shnll the wanderers greet 
Eauh splendid squai'e and still, untrodden street ; 
Or of some enimLling turret mined hy time, 
The broken stairs with periluiw sl«ps shall climb ; 
, Then stretch their view the wide horizon round, 

Bf scattered hamlets trace its ancient bound. 
And choked no more with fleets, fair Thames's sway 
Through reeds and sedge piuBue his idle way." 

. This, in those days when prosecutions for sedition were 
easy, was considered unpatriotic. " There waa a dis- 
I heartening aud even gloomy tone " in it, wli^ch " I," says 
Crabb Robinson, " even with all my love for her, could 
not «iuite excuse." It was met by a " coarse review in 
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the Quarlerlif" which gave Mrs. BarbauW great pain, and 
of wliich Miss Edgeworth wrote to her in warm indig- 
nation, but (IntU iilirasetdogy, condemning "the odious 
toae in which they dare to speak of the most respectable 
and elegant female writer of whom England can boast." 
Mrs. Barbaidd, liowever, waa more than respectable and 
elegant. She is one of the most attractive figures of her 
age. Her little Lessons will commend themselves to 
everybody who loves childhood — and she is one of the 
writers, who, apart from all other claims npon onr recol- 
lection, has won a tender immortality by one stanza of 
exquisite and genuine feeling such as finds an echo in 
most human breasts. It is best that the reader who 
probably knows this should have it in the setting given 
it by Crabb R{)binson, and hear what great voice it was 
that confirmed its title to the skies. 

" It was after her death tliat Lucy Aikin published Mrs. £«t- 
bauid'3 coHecteii works, of which I giivt u copy to MiK Wordsworth. 
Amonj^ the pouma in a. fitanzu to Life, written in extreme old age. 
It was lon^ after 1 gave these works to Miss Wordsworth that ht-r 
brother naid, ' Repeat me that BtaiiKB hy Mrs. Barluiuld.' 1 did eu. 
He mode me repeat it again. And so he learnt it by heart. He 
was at the tiiuc walking in his Eitting-rooni at Rydal, with his 
hands behind him ; and I heard bim mutter to himself, ' 1 am not 
in the habit of ^Tudging people their good thioge, but I wish I had 
written those lines — 

' Life I we've been long together, 
Through pleaeant and through dowdy weather; 
Tis hard to part when Abends are dear, 
Perhaps 'twill cost a sigh, a tear, 
Then steal away, give little warning, 
Choose tliine own time ; 
Say not good night, but ia some happier clime 
Bid me good morning.' " 

Mrs. Barbauld's family was full of literature — but as 
so often happens wbpn one of an attached Idndred attains 
Muinence, the woik of the rest is of a nature to encourngt) 



the suspicion that it never would Lave como into Leing 
but for the existence of one person of yeuius among a 
number of intelligent followers. Miss Lucy Aikin, her 
niece, wrote ber biography, witli an old-fashioned formal- 
ity which must have been antiquated in her own day, 
but which now is pleasant like Chippendale furniture and 
blue china — and was besides the author of various histori- 
cal compilationa. This lady's brothers produced some 
scientific work, carrying out, as the family biographer says, 
the family vocation. Thus, as in so many cases, the clear 
little stream of genius dwindled and lost itself among 
the sands. 

Of the same class of cultivated and intellectual minds, 
stamped with the peculiar individuality given by tlie air 
of the provinces and the atmosphere of Dissent, was 
Wilham lioscoe, one of the earliest of those commercial 
magnates whose taste and love of art have given them a 
distinct place in the world of literature. It is a combi- 
nation which always has been popular. Great wealth 
makes great expenditure not only lawful but laudable — 
and for a man without estates to keep up, or natural 
dependants to provide for, there is something veiy seduc- 
tive in the power of accumulating beautiful things about 
him, and making the symbols of his money more splendid 
and graceful than even the stately houses and historical 
surroundings of the longer-estabKsbed aristocracy. The 
inclination which turns the mind of such a man to the 
glories of the Renaissance, and the citizen -princes who 
cultivated the genius and enjoyed the luxuries of that 
impure and cruel, but glorious and gifted age — is a very 
natural one : and nowhere better could the biographer of 
Iiorenzo the Magnificent be found than in a merchant of 
Liverpool, then rising into wealth and importance such as 
.all the wealth of tlie Italian cities could vainly liave 
attempted to rival, yet entirely destitute of that kind of 



h 



288 THP. UTERART HI3T0RT OF [oHAP. tt. 

endowment which has made them immortaL The Eoscoes 
— for tliis retined and intellectual citizen was the father 
of a family of sons, all intellectual and higlily cultivated 
as hecame their parentage, and all autliora— which per- 
liaps was more than was necessary — were the centre of a 
lively and clever society in Liverpool, better Itiiown than 
they probably would have teen had they been in London 
itself, and coining into contact as the notabilities of their 
town with everybody notable that passed that way. We 
have almost forgotten now-a-days how excellent a point of 
vantage this local reputation is, and how much it enhances 
tlie reputation of a writer, who, under the present laws, 
would probably be swallowed up amid the literary circles 
of London, and fail altogether for want of the pedestal 
■which a big admiring provincial town could give him, 
Eoscoe waa a pupil of Mrs, Barbauld in Ms early years, 
like the often-quoted William Taylor of Norwich. Both 
of these men kept a certain nucleus of literary life in 
their different regions, and derived a sense of greatness 
and superiority from their position, the pomp of which is 
Bometimes amiising : but no doubt it was a good thing that 
they were there, leavening the ruile energy of a great 
mercantile community on one hand, and quickening ths 
diilneaa of provincial life on tlie other. They were all 
l.lissenters — the Eoscoes, the Aikins, the Taylors, and 
many more — inclining towards Unitarianism. if not going 
farther in the way of " fi'ee thought," — all come of respect- 
able well-to-do families, known to their fellow-townsmen, 
and thus as good as a certificate in favour of hterature, 
ehowing that it was not a vagabond profession, as so many 
good people thought. 

Of a very different class, though still Dissenters, and 
still provincial, were the great preacher Eobert Hall, and 
the severe e3sa}'i3t John Foster. The former we must 
leave for anotlier chapter. But Foster is a distinct variety 
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among the professors of literature. He is tlie impersona- 
tion of a aoiiiewhat gloomy Dissenter, shut up by circuni- 

icea in a. small circle, sitting among his little group ot 
intellectual persons with a heartfelt sense of aggrieved 
superiority, and conteiu plating most things in heaven and 
earth as subjects to be discussed by letter or by word of 
mouth. His essays had, at one time, a wide reputation, 
and they have always been of the kind of literature" 
appreciated by persons of thoughtful minds without much 
education, to whom the gravity of steady intellectual 
investigations, not of too scientific an order, is new and 
delightfid. An essay On Decision of Character does not 
seem likely to be very original, but yet there ia the 
originality of a mind not too imich cultivated or too much 
pervaded by other men's thinkings in the conscientioua 
examination of his subject, which Foster gives. Ha 

ks, in one of his letters, of " my total want of all 
knowledge of intellectual philosophy and of all meta- 
physical reading," which is not a promising beginuing for 
a thinker; but he adds — a consideration which atones for 
,liis ignorance — that " whatever of this kind appears . . . , 

from my own observation and reflection much more 
than froin any other resom-ce." This, though sadly un- 
satisfactory to the student, is precisely the kind of aemi- 
philosophical thinking which pleases those "thoughtful" 
Headere who are, if we may use the expression, of the 
middle class in mind as usually in circumstances ; and 
who feel themselves superior to the easy level of mere lighb 
Jljterattire without being sufticiently educated or capable 
4)f severe mental exertion to appreciate scientific pbilo- 
Bophy- 

Tn the many excellent hjiuseholds ambitions of both 
ttie reputation and the reality of tboughtfulness, and 
loving te believe that theii-s was no flippant talk ahont 
pbjecta of no jiavtiwdar interest, but lofty cou^'eraation, 
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in which no wainlering Raphael — diil such a visitant ever 
appear niiawares — need have felt hiraaelf out of place, 

Foster was a congenial teacher. Every idea that pre- 
sented itself to his mind did 8o as an object for exposi- 
tion or diacHsaion. There is a curious confession of weak- 
ness made by him in his old age, which shows how 
entirely this had been the hahit of his life. He describes 
himself as unable any longer to "work a amci-rsation," 
and therefore avoiding visitors. " In my present state of 
debility," he says (in a letter concerning the arrival of a 
colleague), " I feel an absolute liorror of the necessity of 
long laborious taJka, such as would be inevitable to a 
constant association with a man like him, a thorough 
college man, hard disciplined, doggedly literary and iiearly 
a stranger. With yo2i the case is quite different — -we are 
old acquaintances ; there is no obligation of ceremony ; 
we can talk about what we like ; read Walter Scott ; be 
Hnder no necessity of mental exeition, but just as far as 
wo find it agreeable . . . anything more formal, more 
laborious, and more continued than this, miserably jadea 
me. /( wmild he as hf>f( ns having to preach every day" 

This alarmed avoidance of the kind of couversatjon 
which was too familiar to him, gives a sort of whimsical 
picture of what he had been. His essays, and even hia 
familiar letters, all convey the same impression. One 
can imagine the little narrow circle sitting roimd, all with 
ears on the alert for every new opening for thought, 
"working the conversation" with conscientious zeal, losing 
no opportunity of self-improvement. An essay-writer is 
always more or less exposed to the suspicion of writing 
for writing's sake, whether he has or has not anything to 
say ; and Foster had none of the qualifications of fine 
and flowing style, of gracious and gi'aceful imagination, 
which sometimes make the mere charm of the executiuu 
a very sufficient reason for liteiury work. He besieged 
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liis subject with all the scienc* he kuew, and the most 
conscieutioua intention, as he drove it from line to line of 
its fortifications, of doing real service to humanity by 
forcing it to disclose itself ; and the process was emi- 
nently satisfactory to a large audience of the like-minded, 
fond of thought that could he thus followed, that was not 
too deep for them, and that looked so much more profound 
tlian it was, " I like my mind," he says, " for its neces- 
sity of seeking the abstraction of every subject ; bnt, 
at the same time, this is, without more knowledge and 
discipline, extremely inconvenient, and sometimes the 
work is done very awkwardly or erroneously. How little 
the reader can do justice to the labours of an author 
unless himself also were an author !" Bacon himself liad 
no^snch elevated idea of the difficulties of his work. 
1/ We require to call up before ua the dissenting com- 
munity of the period, with its strong underlying sense, 
not only that it was the salt of the earth, but that its 
hounden duty was to prove itself so, amid the levities 
and flippancies of ordinary society, even in its domestic 
privacy — by " working the conversation," and keeping up 
a pervasive intellectualiam as well as piety — in order to 
understand such men and their productions. Per one of 
■the strangest things in the revelation, when such a man 
as Foster rises high enough to be visible against the 
firmament, is the sudden suiting out of chaos along with 
Jiim, hanging to his skirts, of numbers of nameless per- 
sons, each with a little glimmer of reputation of his own, 
ftuthor of a book, an essay, at -the least a volume of 
sermons, which makes him think himself, and- induces 
his friends to believe that he la, a member of the literary 
republic These swarm about Foster, Reverends this and 
tliat, men whom he considers of genius, born lights of the 
dim provincial sphere. And it is very surprising to see 
how intellectual those excellent people were, how Uterature 



ran in families, ami how st'^rcely a chapel existed in all 
the Uiu'iis and villages of tlie Midland Uounties witbout 
some littlu Ii)^lit of the kind, some maker of gentle veTse, 
or writer of moral essays, on Maiemai SotvAittde, on S,iml, 
FUasiires, a thousand little sulijects on which well-turned 
fumial sentences could be put together, and well-wom 
hut modest and virtuous thoughts l>e expressed. Tlie 
reader may be permitted to wonder whether anything of 
the same high, if narrow level, remains now-a-days in the 
simple homes where poor ludejiendent ministers vegetate, 
eatlly subject, as we have learnt to think tliem, to vulgar 
deacons and green-grocers — where there is one amall 
maid-oF-all-work for all attendance, but the highest sub- 
jects are discussed in the little parlour, and father and 
mother alike, or at least, one of the young ladies, retire 
from time to time to compile the careful manuscript. 
Such a household at Lewishoin in Suffolk, and afterwai'ds 
at Ongar, was the family of the Taylors, the father of 
which was an engraver as well as a pastor, the mother 
the author of one or two moral tales, the daughters Jane 
and Ami writers of a httle more note, and the son tha 
well-known Isaac Taylor, the author of many philo- 
sophical works in the same vein as those of Foster, though 
much more voluminous and wordy. His History uf En- 
thusiasm is one of the best known and moat popular of 
many works, and may be considered in some sense tlie 
parent of a great deal of recent literature, in which a 
gentle egotism and an inclination to mix up the mild 
records of personal exi^erience with more legitimate com- 
mentaries u}xin books and life, and keep a virtuous and 
amiable " 1" always in the front, whatever may be the 
subject treated- — have originated a popular literary method 
This domestic eloquence and tea-table sublimity bring the 
art of " thoughtful writing" down to the capacity of tlie 
t audience, and make the reader proud of himself 




as -well as delighted with his intellectual gnide. But the 
aistttrs belong entirely to the gentle refinement of that 
obacui-e world above which Isaac Taylor hovers in the 
more ambitious position of a great writer and thinker. 
They both wrote verses, Origitial Poems for Infant Minds, 
and several other collections, in one of which occur the 
little verses which are in their way immortal, though the 
reader will smile at the description — the " Twijikle, 
twinkle, little star," which we have aU learned in our day 
and taught to our children. Jano Taylor was the more 
gifted of the two sisteiB, and there are some of lier prose 
sketches winch are worth remembering. " How it strikes 
a Stranger," a little epilogue in which the supposed im- 
pression made upon the mind of iin angel whose curiosity 
has tempted him, even at the cost of sharing their mor- 
tality, to descend among men, is the theme, recurs to our 
mind from the recollections of youth with considerable 
force, 

A writer of more note and power, connected with a 
sirailiar community though scarcely proceeding from the 
same caste of prophets, was James Montgomery, who, at 
the beginning of the nineteenth tjentury, was the editor of 
the S/ieJ/ield Iris, and already knovra as a poet of the highest 
moral tone. He was the son of a Moravian missionary, 
but liad broken forth from that quaint society in the 
energy of hia youth, though he returned to his allegiance 
in after days. Though it is difficult to think of him now 
but as the gentlest and mildest of religious poets, he was 
one of those who came in contact with the capricious and 
irritable power of the State in the agitating years of the 
French Eevolution. A poem which he printed on the 
demolition of the Bastille, though not written by himself, 
was interpreted to be a seditious libel, and he was fined 
and imprisoned for it. A similar ofi'ence brought him 
^ain into York Castle some time later; but such 
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Mccideub< brought distiaction rather than disgrace in 
those troubled times. He published variDiis long poems 
which have faded from recollection—" The World before 
the Flood," '" The Pelican Island," and many others ; liiit 
it is by the occasional verses still to be found in col- 
lections of pious poems, and in some cases, vb think, even 
used as hymns, whicti keep him in remembrance — such 
poems as that on " I'rayer," which express the pseudo- 
thought and real devotion of the vast underground 
audience (if we may so call it) to whom poetry is only 
poetry when it puts into words something tbey want and 
understand — or veils their want of understanding for 
them with melodious words, which pcrliaps is still better. 
These verses give us 'no additional insight into tie 
character of prayer. To have it described as 

" The motion of a hidden fire 
That ti'emblea m the breast," 

the " burden of a sigh, the falling of a tear," does not, we 
are obliged to say, convey any clearer conception. But 
the way of saying it has proved delightful to many a 
gentle 'reader, very well and devoutly conscious of that 
profound operation of the soul, though no more able to 
explaju it than the poet. Tlie religious poetry which 
pleases the multitude— and nothing does so please the 
multitude as religious poetry — is all more or less of this 
class. 

To turn from those pious circles so full of all the para- 
pheraalia of thinking, its symltoh and surroundings, to a 
life so full of the excess of practical energy as that of 
William Cobbett, is a leap indeed. Nothing could be 
more unlike tlie calm and regulated existence, with more 
books and ideas than life and action iu it, of the ministers' 
houses, than the story of the restless and eager peasant 
lad, who " did not remember the time when I did not 
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earn niy own living," and who stormed tLrough every 
phase of life with an energy and self-will, and independent 
pride in his own exertions, which is amusingly tempered 
by much mental atlroitneas and a great deal of the moral 
confusion of a mind intensely bent upon its own advance- 
ment. His account of his early days reminds ua, in a 
small degree, of the more tender picture left ns liy Bums 
aud his brother Gillreit, of the corresponding cottage in 
Ayrshire, where, at about the same period, these Scotch 
ploughboya were being trained by the patriarch father 
■whose noble and serious character gave dignity to hia race. 
The breeding of the two families seems to have been 
somewhat similar. " We were all of us strong and labori- 
ous ; and my father used to boast that he bad four boys, 
the eldest of whom was but fifteen, who did as much 
work as any three men in the parish of raniham." And 
though Cobbett seems to have made his first step in the 
thorny ways of letters in a dame's school, it was this 
father who, " in the winter evenings, learnt us all to read 
and write, and gave us a pretty tolerable knowledge of 
arithmetic. Grammar he did not properly understand 
himself, and, therefore, his endeavour to teach us that 
necessarily failed." One wonders if there are many hard- 
working labourers or even small farmers in these regions 
now who can teach reading and ^vritiug aud a tolerable 
fcnowledge of arithmetic, even without grammar, to their 
bo3^ in the winter evenings ; and if so, whether the 
Board schools are so great an improvement as we sup- 
pose ? 

They knew nothing of politics, these hardworking 
; tustic folk. No newspaper was ever seen in the cottage 
.in Uie dimness of the eigliteenth century, Wlien there 
; was a victory they huzzaed, without well knowing why : 
and yet " my father was a partisan of the Americans " in 
the war which staitled the coiuitry and the century as 
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Dolhins had dono Iwfore. It was llie first enlightening 
principle which woko Llie old tranquillity of iniUfference; 
" hfl would nut have suffered his best friend to drink 
HiicceBS to the king's arma at hia table." Cobbett, wbo 
went through several changes of opinion afterwards, came 
to think this " a mistaken prejudice " on liis father's partj 
but it is very curious to find bo much independent 
opinion at such a period and on bo low a level o£ society. 
From this liumble but worthy liome the boy ran off at 
sixteen, moved by the spirit of adventure and desire to 
see the world. ' After a time spent in London in an 
attorney's office, where, among other valuable discoveries, 
lie found out that lie could not spell, he enlisted, ^d as 
there was no war going on at the moment, and a great 
deal of leisure afforded to tlie young recruit, he set to 
work to educate himself. It is a curious proof of the 
diB'erenee between a youth sprung from tlie uneducated 
cliiaatis, and one who is ia the habit of hearing moderately 
correct EagUsh from his cradle, that Cobbetfs first 
literary study was a Grammar which he " studied with 
unremitting attention," writing out the entire book two 
or three times, and getting it by heart. By this means 
he tauglit himself to write " without falling into very 
gross errors," The racy English he afterwards wrote and 
poured in such floods u[wn the world was then unthought 
of, and all that he cared for was to be able to copy 
General Debeig's correspondence. He became a smart 
and efficient soldier, sergeant-major in his regiment, 
popular with everybody, and obtained his discharge after 
eight years service with " thanks for his behaviour and 
conduct" After this he married a girl whom he had 
seen at work eight years before at daybreak on a winter's 
morning, "out in the snow scouring out a wash tub." 
" That's the girl for me," the young soldier had said to 
himself. His choice seems to have been the turni 
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faithful 
would have married anotlier lady with whom he met in 
the meantime, and settled as a farmer, and lost all the 
grandeur of hia after career. " My rare conduct and 
great natural talents would then have failed of tlie 
success that afterwards attended them," he says, so that 
honesty in love proved the best policy for the future 
journalist and Member of Parliament, His wife, if not 
of the same talents, was as magnanimous fts himself. 
Ho had met her in Nova Scotia, and when the regiment 
to which her father belonged was ordered hack to Wool- 
wich, it oceurred to Cobbett that his Mary might not 
find herself happy in a soldier's crowded quarters : upon 
which ground lie confided to his betrotlied his entire 
savings, a hundred and fifty guineas, that she might 
keep herself comfortably until he could follow and marry 
her. When he returned to England, however, he found 
her a maid-of-all-work with five pounds a year, and the 
first thing she did was to put back into his hands hia 
hundred and fifty guineas untouched. No doubt this was 
the girl for the future demagogua 

After his marriage he went to America, where, with 
characteristic pngnaeity, the yoimg Engbshman, then a 
determined king's man and Tory, with all the uncom- 
promising partisanship which becomes a soldier, flung 
himself at the head of the new-formed nation in 
of warm animadversions upon their conduct and politics. 
His first pixxiuction was an assault upon Dr. Priestley, 
then newly arrived in America in all the odour of poli- 
tical martyrdom, a sufferer for his opinions, " His 
landing was nothing to me," Cobbett says ; " but the 
fulsome and consequential addresses sent him by pre- 
tended patriots, at once calculated to flatter the people 
here, and to degrade his country and min^, was something 
to me," — and he flew into print with a pamphlet intended 
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to bo called " The Tartuffe detected," but whicli was puV 
liebed with the milder title of (AfurvalUms on th* Emigra- 
tion of a Martyr to the mux of I.ibertif. After this he 
produced varioas fiery tracts of a similar description,— J 
£oiu to Gnaw for liu Democrats, A Kick for a. Bite, etc. 
etc., signed by Peter Porcupine — pamphlets so keen in 
racy abuse and natinnal spirit that the author made an 
immediate reputatiun, notwithstanding the dislike of the 
American people to criticism. These compositions were 
interrupted by the discovery that his publisher had taken 
the liberty to " promise a continuation, and that it should 
be made very interesting:" which Cobbett took for an 
engagement that he, he the champion Englishman, should 
do what a bookseller told him, and write to please hia 
customers ! — " No," he shrieks, " if all his customers, if 
all the Congress, with the President at the head, had 
come and solicited me — nay, had my life depended upon 
8 compliance. I would not have written another line !" 
He then turned publislier himself, to spite the man who 
had thus insulted him, opening a shop " as being at once 
a means of getting money and of propagating writings 
against the French." It was thought a dangerous step 
ty his friends, who entreated him at least to put no 
" aristocratical portraits " in his windows ; but this advice 
was enough to set the dare-devil in a blaze. The ques- 
tion was, whether " to set all danger at defiance, or live 
in everlasting subjection to the prejudices and caprices of 
the democratieal mob." Needless to say which course of 
action commended itself to Cobbett. He filled liis windows 
with portraits of kings, queens, princes and nobles, Geoi^ 
the Third in the place of bonour. " I had all the English 
ministers, several of the bishops and judges, the moat 
famous admirals, and, in short, every picture that I 
thought likely to excite rage in the enemies of Great 
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Upon this a hand-to-hand fight eusued hetween the 
insulted Commonwealth and its olficials on the one si<le, 
and William Cobhett, alias Peter Porcupine, late sergeant- 
major in His Majesty's forces, on the other. The daunt- 
less " foreigner " was heaten eventually as a matter of 
course, but not before he had maile the very air resound 
with wild blows right and left, at the country, the 
Government, and private individuals, it did not matter 
whom. "Wlien he evacuated the field of battle at last, 
it was with colours flying and pride unabated. The 
encounter is amusing and characteristic, and would be as 
humorous an outburst of foolliardy daring as ever offended 
common sense and delighted national sentiment, had not 
the hold monarchist, the national champion, turned round 
to the other side as soon as he found himself in the 
regions where it was orthodox to be loyal. It is curious 
to know that the Weekly Register was begun with the 
pure principles of Conservatism, and that in Cobbett's 
first prosecution for libel, all kinds of eminent Tory 
personages bore witness to Ma character as " a strong 
defender of the king and constitution," " a zealous sup- 
porter of the monarchy." In a few years after his 
return to England lie had turned entirely to the other 
aide, reversing the operation of time and self-interest on 
80 many of his contemporaries, whose change from youth- 
ful republicanism to soberer views was explained by the 
maturing of their minds, as well as in some cases by the 
opening up of their worldly prospects. Cobbett, for hia 
part, seemed incapable of holding ajiy opinion after it 
was fully proved to him that it was the opinion of the 
reigning class, and that honour and advancement in the 
ordinary meaning of the words lay that way. To snatch 
popularity and profit from the expression of sentiments 
which were all hut rebellious, and to keep his standing in 
the very teeth of superior power, was his dearest ambition 
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He was in aud out of priBon at intervals during tlie 
next dozen years, sometimes for " seditious lil^ls" — 
sometimes for audacious comineuts upon the action of 
Government. His longest term of impriaonineiit was in 
consequence of bis auimadveraions upon the flowing of 
men in a militia regiment, a freedom which cost him a 
tljousand pounds and two years in Newgate. Some time 
later he was obliged to flee to America a second time t-o 
escape the action of a new law which was passed in 
Parliament, with a special view to the punishment of such 
offences — biit neither imprisonment nor exile prevented 
the api>earance of the Weekly Register, which he went on 
launching at the head of all in power, reducing its price 
at one time, and calling bis thunderbolts " Twopenny 
Trash," in order to reach a wider audience. He came back 
from America in a calmer condition of affairs after the 
Peninsular War was over, when tlie State, less alarmed by 
the internal heaviugs of the popular volcano, had abolished 
the law aimed against him and his rebellious brethren of 
the press — but the return of the once devoted champion 
of kingly rights was now considered, in some places, 
dangerous to the national peace. The authorities of 
Manchester forbade his entrance into their town, and 
published placards, warning all well-disposed citizens to 
stay indoors, in case he should force his way into their 
streets. This bom revolutionary had by that time changed 
all his principles, and was not only republican, but free- 
thinking, bringing with him, as sacred relics, from America, 
the bones of Tom Paine, a name which made the hair 
stand erect on the head of British virtue. A great part 
of the wild prejudice against bun was doubtless due to 
the mad brag of sedition, irreligiou, and disloyalty thus 
made, aud the association with his own of a name of such 
bfid repute. Never was there such a squalid version of an 
apotheosis ; and Cobbett soon discox'ered that even to the 



most aiivanced free-thinkers anil the wiklest revohitionary 
the martyr of his Ignoraiit and hot-headed fancy was an 
uiisiivoury saint. 

It would be vain, however, to attempt to follow the 
entire course of this extraordinary egotist and braggart. 
He was throughout aJl his life a consistent type of a 
stubborn English clown, hia mind entirely untouched by 
any ameliorating influences from the grammar which had 
formed his edncation, and quite incapable of perceiving 
the relations of affairs, or taldug anything but the most 
positive and practical view of things around him. Thus 
he never actually changed his mind at all through all the 
apparent divergences of his opinion. His principle was 
opposition to the powers that be, in violent reaction from 
that submission to the same powers which he was born 
to. His supposed education so laboriously and conscien- 
tiously acquired, the "rare conduct and great natural 
talents" of which he was so sincerely conscious, added to 
a natural delight in fighting, and intense sense of his own 
superior wisdom, all tended to produce this reaction. He 
was the Hampden of the fields, not mute nor inglorious, 
mixing up the shrewdest natural wit with the most 
impenetrable obtusity, seeing vividly in one small circle, 
but outside it not at all, and bringing the spirit of fierce 
village quarrels, ahd personal feuds, with all the unbounded 
power of vituperation which belongs to them, the sudden 
offence, the spite and fiery intolerance of the unedncated, 
into puhhc aB'aira ; a strange evidence of how the absence 
of the atmosphere of education tells upon those who have 
emancipated themselves from actual ignorance. But tliis 
very positivism and personal consistency of opposition had 
a force upon the multitude which reason and moderation 
seldom possess — and Cobbett was on the whole, notwith- 
stoiiduig all his misfortunes, a prosperous man. He got 
into rai-liameut before he died, and, sobered by that 



respongibility, conducted himself there with greater mode- 
ral.iiiti than at any other period of his life. 

But, on the other hand, Cobhett weis master of the 
most excellent and vigorous English, simple, nervons, and 
to the point. Even his long expositions of pattt quarrels, 
and spiteful, personal attacks upon man dead and for^itteii, 
have a certain interest, so living is the narrative, ftilt of 
hot impulse and feeling, and boundless graphic detaiL 
And in the foreground of everything he writes, the centre 
of all, is always that lively, amusing, hot-headed, wrong- 
headed self, a being inaccessilile to reason, swayed by 
sudden impulses, hy rapid mistaken impressions, by aide 
gleams of confused reflection and distorted perspective so 
far as concerned the great public affairs into which he 
rashly threw himself without training for the work or 
understanding of its real bearings. But when we turn to 
the other side of his character, and find him in scenes 
■which he thoroughly understands, in the fresh rural lanil- 
Hcapes, and humble thrifty houses, and village economica / 
among which he wa^ bred, he is a very dill'ereut person.'^ 
Occasionally we come to a bit of fine observation of nature 
which would not have misbecome White of Selborne : and 
his pictures of home-scenery are often as touching and 
real in English sweetness and homely subdued beauty as 
if they had come from the hands of Gainsborough or 
Constable. In this branch of art he has no violent effects, 
no tempest or passion, but the soft veiled skies, the hazy 
distance, the cheerful homesteads of a purely English 
landscape, with the birds singing all about, the larks in 
the grass, the swallows under the eaves. And here his 
constitutional brag, and sense that what he does must 
always be admirable, cannot take away the excellent good 
sense of his advice, or the inspiring spirit of domestic love, 
honesty, and truth, which is his principle of education. 
He was himself fax too busy, too perpetually occupied, too 
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wrong-headed, to learn anj-thirg out of the larger \i 
of life in Ms own person : but his system of training, as 
he expountfe it, is far more liberal, more noble and 
generous, than anything else in hiirt, and his love and 
appreciation of the countiy and domestic life are always 
fine. It waa to be sure the picture of an individual honae 
among productive gardens and blossomed trees, where his 
word was absolute., and himself regarded as the first of 
mankind, which was Cobbett's symbol of mral life. But 
in that home he was no doubt worthy of the leve and 
sway he demanded. Here is a little vignette, taken at 
random, which is not a bad instance of his power, He 
has been describing with all the self-sufficiency of a man 
who has travelled and seen the world, and who haa maile 
his way, and has everything handsome about him, the 
impression of smallness and insignificance mad^upon his 
mind by the scenery of his native village when he returns 
to it^till nature suddenly seizes him, and reveals, not- 
withstanding all his pride and good-foitune, the heart still 
beating in his well-to-do breast. 

"Everything was become bo pitifully Bmall :'I had to cross in 
my postchaiae the long and dreaiy heath of Bagshot, then, at the 
end of it, to muunt a liill called Hungry Hill ; and from that hill I 
knew I should look down into the beautiful and fertile vale of 
Famham, My heart Hiittered with impatience mised with a sort 
of fear to see all the acenea of my childhood. There is a hill not 
far from the town called Crookshury Hill, whieh rises up out of a 
flat in the form of a cone, and is planted with Scotch fir-trees. This 
hill was a famous object in the neighbourhood. It served as the 
superlative degree of height. . , . Therefore, the first object 
that mj eyea eoi^ht was this bill, I could not believe my 
eyes — literally epeaking, I for a moment thought the faraoos hill 
icmoved, and a little heap put in its stead ; for I had eeen in New 
Brunswick a single Tock, or hill of solid rock, ten times as big, and 
bar or five tinies as high. Tlie postboy, going down hill, and not 
& bad road, whiaked me in a. few niinut^ bt the Bush Inn, from 
the garden of which I could see the prodigious sandhill where I 
lad b^in my gardening works. What a nothing ! But now came 
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nisliing into my mind all at mice my firettj liWlc garden, tuy little 
liiue miock fnx'Ji, my little nailed bIiocs, my pi'etty ptgeona that I 
used to feed uut of my haud», the last kind words and teats of tuy 
gentle and Icnder-hcarled and atfectionute mother I I Iiastened 
bock into the room. If I had looked a moment longer I should 
hove dropped" 

And if we added another line the aentiment would 
drop down ten fatlioms deep into bathos and vanity : for 
this strange mixture of a man, with the tears stUl in his 
eyea, immediately looka down npdn his clothes to refiect, 
what a change I and remembering that lie had dined 
the day btfore in company with Mr. Pitt, and been 
waited upon by men in gaudy liveries, he pufifa oiit his 
chest, and swells hia feathers with the habitual brag. " I 
had nobody to assist me in the world, no teachers of any 
sort ; nobody to shelter me from the consequences of bad, 
and no one to counsel me to good behaviour. I felt 

proud" Thus was formed one of the most notable 

demagogues of hia time. All his warm energy and pas- 
sion have not been sufficient to keep him from oblivion, 
but yet there are many pages in his works that the 
world should not willingly let die. 

While so many humble persona were havii^ their 
say in the literature of their times, two of the richest 
men of the day also came upon the stage, with a whimsi- 
cal variation in the tone. They have each retained the 
name of the productions that gave them fame. We stOl 
speak of " Anastasius " Hope, and recognise the other as 
Eeckford of Vathek more easily than if we called him 
Eeckford of Fonthill, though it is tnie that neither the 
names of the books nor those of the men produce now 
a very lively impression on the present generation. 
Curiously enough, both of these millionaire writers were 
men whose wealth forms one of the chief features of their 
character, persons of magnificent tastes, living like princes, 
or rather like those eastern potentates, whose houses and 



lialjita are too goigeoiis for anything but an Orientiil 
legend or fairy tale. Beckfortl was tlie son of one of the 
wealthiest of Englishmen, the representative of a rich 
"West Indian family — Jamaica being in those daya a 
golden island, as rich as it is now jKior— upon whom 
money poured from all sides, and who was like Whitting- 
ton, twice, if not three timea, Lord Mayor of London. 
Never was a young prince more surrounded by worship 
and observance than the young heir to "one of the first 
fortunes in the kingdom," whose wealth was increased by 
the savings of a long minority, and who, when he c^me 
into possesaion of his fortune, seemed, to the dazzled 
imaginations of all around, to have the whole world 
before him. His youth was spent in wandering over the 
earth in all the most beautiful scenes, and with all the 
advant^es of a wealthy Englishman- — tutor, physician, 
and a suite of servants accompanying the youug man in 
his wanderings. This luxurious training and abstraction 
from all the rougher encounters of schoolboy life, which 
now would be thought doubly necessary as ballast to so 
much wealth, helped to confirm young Beckford in those 
weaknesaes of character which made him in after years 
a luxurious recluse, something between a hermit and a 
Snltan, a shy and proud man accustomed to follow his 
own caprices, and to live surrounded by parasites and 
flatterers, intolerant of the equality of ordinary society, 
and that operation of " finding your level," which it is the 
highest mission of fashion uow-a-days to carry out. 

Very early in life, in his twenty-second year, Beckford 
wrote Vatliek — with characteristic caprice in French ; and 
it was not till some years later that an English translation 
Baw the light. Thus, bizarre in tliis point as in others, 
hifl work appeared in his native language only at second 
hand, an English audience, or indeed any andience at all' 
Ijeing apparently indifferent to the young potentate whose 
VOL. n. X 



pleasure it was to compose a stoiy for his own enterteiu- 
mciit. He ha«l always been disposed to study the 
Oriental languages and literature ; and gave up I^tia and 
Gretsk, as soon as he was his own master, for I'ersian and 
Arabic. The story of Vathek is a wild parable of criine 
and punishment, with gleams of modem humour quaiutly 
incongruous with the form of the Eastern apologua Thus 
we are told that the hero, " ninth Caliph of the race of 
the Ahbassides, and grandson of Haroun-al-Baschid," had 
an agreeable and majestic countenance— but when he was 
angry, one of hia eyes became so terrible, that nobody 
dared look at him ; the unfortimate person upon whom 
hia gaze was fixed immediately fell back, and sometimes 
died on the instant, " For which cause, in fear of depopu- 
lating his states, and making hia palace a desert, this 
prince permitted himself to be angry very rarely." His 
palace, which is full of unimaginable pleasures and 
delights, is described with all the unction of a biiilder of 
palaces ; and around the prince, who is himself a mildly 
pitiless despot, unconscious that there can be any will in 
the world but his own, ia a group of vaguely yet cleverly 
indicated figures — his mother, Carathis, who is a Greek, 
curious in every kind of forbidden learning and grotesque 
diablerie, his fussy Vizier, envious and servile, and a 
comic eunuch, fat and important, whose life is made a 
burden to him by the caprices of the ladies under his 

Vathek himself, having everything that he can desire, 
is naturally weary, and longing for a little more. He is 
visited after some time by a hideous Indian pedlar who 
brings wonderful wares, but will not speak to him, and 
c-annot be slain even by the terrorn of his eye, and who 
escapes from the prison where he has been placed, leaving 
behind some mysterious sabres with inscriptions, which, 
being with difficulty deciphered, tantalise the prince with 
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desci'iptions of tlie country in which tliey were mada, 
which la worthy of the greatest pvinee in the world. 
When a lony delay has wrought the Caliph to the vei-ge 
of madness, liiis liideous Giaour reappears, and after some 
ludicrous preliminaries, offers to Vathek riches and glory, 
to which hia present state is as nothing, on condition of 
his renouncing the faith of Mahomet. To this the prince 
agrees witii much ease, cementing his compact by treating 
his new and grim ally to the blood of fifty children — a 
regale upon which the Indian insists. To procure this a 
great feast to the children of the city is proclaimed ; and 
Vathek, selecting fifty of the noblest, leads them out with 
games and rejoicing, something as the Pied Piper of 
Hamehn did in after days, till they reach the edge of a 
pit, into which he flings them one by one with great 
cheerfulness. This naturally leads to a triiliug disturbance 
in the city, caused by the unreasonable fathers and 
mothers ; but, notwithstanding, Vathek sets out with great 
pomp on the journey prescribed to him by the GSiaour : 
on which, however, he is stopped by a romantic adven- 
ture, falling iu love with the daughter of an Emir wiio 
offers him hospitality on the way. When he has pos- 
sessed himself of this lovely lady, Nouronibaa by name, 
at the cost of. her father's life, and by breaking ali the 
laws of hospitality, offences of which she is a willing par- 
taker, he ia recalled by the sudden arrival of his mother 
to the necessity of proceeding on his way. The Giaour 
had promised to open to him the palace of subterranean 
_ fire, and tn put him in possession of the treasures accu- 
mulated by the pre-Adamite Sultans, Both Carathis and 
Nouronibas are eager for these acqiiisitions, and he 
resumes his journey, accompanied by his bride. When 
they reach the hall of Eblis, the end of their journey, the 
description reaches a kind of Dantesque grandeur. Pull 
of eager expectation, the new-comera pass through a great 
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hall full of pale fif^rea coming and going ceaselesaly, 
taking no notice one of the other, and holding each Jiis 
hand pivaaed ujmn his heart. This alarms them a little, 
but they are reassured by Eblia himself, who telb them 
that all the wealth in his dominions, and power indescrib- 
able over all the Genii, so that whatever they wish will 
instantly be performed, are at their disposal. They are 
then led into an inner hall, where are the Sultans of the 
past, whose measureless riches they are abfmt to enjoy. 
They are, however, appalled to find these potentates laid 
out in a terrible torpor upon biers of cedar wood, jnst suf- 
ciently alive to feel tlieir misery. The first and greatest 
among them is King Solomon, who, as the new^comera 
approach his bed, lifts up a solemn voice, and informs 
them of their sin and misery. Wlien he concludes, he 
tlirowa up his hands, one of which has been on his heart 
like all the rest, and the terrified spectators see his side 
transparent like crystal and his heart in flames. 

"At thiB terrible siglit Noiironiliss fell la if petrified into the 
annB of Vatliek. ' Giftour !' eaiil that unlmppy prince, ' whither 
bast thoii led us ) Let us go from this place. I free thee trom all 
thy proaiiees. Mahomet! is there no mercy for us)' 'No, 
there is no more mercy for you,' answered the pitiless Genius ; 
'know that this is the sojourn of despair aud revenge. Thy heart 
shall hum like that of all the worshippers of Eblis : a few days 
are allowed thee before that fatal moment, use them as thou wilt ; 
make thy bed of gold, eommaud the infernal powers, survey these 
immense uavcms at tliy pleasure, no gate shall be closed before thee. 
As for me, I have fulfilled my mission.' " 

The wretched lovers have, however, no inclination now to 
attempt to enjoy the pleaaures for which they encountered 
their doom. They roam about the dismal place awaiting 
their fate in all the despair of anticipation. The only 
use Vatbek makes of his power is to order the Genii, 
with vindictive rage, to bring his mother, the corrupter 
of Itis youth, that she at least may share their torments. 



Caratliis cnmes ; an<f once more it is thfi spirit of modern 
humour which breaks into the gloomy tale. The inq^uisi- 
tive witch, greedy of power and knowledge and money, 
is not the least disconiposed by the gloomy scene. The 
half-dead kings are nothing to her. She exerts her 
newly-acquired power at once, compels the Genius to show 
her all their treasures, snatches at all their charma and 
talismans, and, when the fatal moment comes, is struck 
by it in the midst of a crowd of obsequious spirits whose 
homt^e she has exacted. 

These scenes are really powerful. They are far more 
striking than Soiithey's pyrotechnic horrors, and recall in 
the pale crowds, whose horrible indifference to everything 
hut their own tortures makes of eatih one a hopeless 
solitary, something like the terrible hell of Dante, It ia 
curious that the most luxurioas dreamer of his time, the 
lavish, wealthy, self-indulging master of the only fairy 
palace of modem times, should have produced this one 
gloomy picture, in -which there seems a subtle mockery 
of his own life as well as that of his hero — and should 
have done no more. 

He did do more, however : he built a wonderful 
palace, Fonthill Abbey, close to the very handsome house 
v?hich his wealthy father had biult, but which the sou 
demolished as not important enough for him. He made 
his new building into a palace of enchantment, the 
wonder of its day, filling it with everything that was 
gorgeous and costly. Annoyed by the intrnsion of sports- 
men on his grounds, he had a wall of twelve feet high, 
extending to a distance of seven miles, built round his 
property. Within this enclosure hundreds of workmen 
laboured at the new palace, to which he gave, one does 
not know why, the name of Abbey. Sometimes when it 
pleased his caprice to hurry the work, it was continued 
by night, by torchlight. When the house was completed 
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it was furnished in the same magnificent manner. "He 
deposited diamonds in a china cup," aaya the awed and 
admiring narrator of ail tliese wonderful doings. Inside 
the seven miles of wall, nineteen iiundred acres of ground 
affoi-ded every variety of beautiful scenery, landscapes 
both soft and wild, apace enough for every kind of re- 
creation. The establishment included, besides a host of 
servants, a physician, a learned antiquary, who acted as 
secretary, and a musician of great accomplishment. Vathek 
himself had scarcely a combination of delightfi more 
stately and splendid than were included witliin. " The 
ladies," spoken of in bated breath, two daughters whom 
his young wife, dying after three years of marriage, had 
left to him, lived in a house in the park, with an estab- 
lishment of their own, where their education was carried 
on as if they had been princesses. In this wonderful 
retirement Beckford lived for many years, until his 
fortune, which had been diniiuislied^by various losses, 
proved insufficient to keep up the vast expenditure which 
the house required. Instead of diminishing the expendi- 
ture, he sold the place. Perhaps by this time he had 
got tired of his vast plaything. But he immediately 
proceeded to make himself another bouse, scarcely less 
splendid, though smaller than Fontliill, iu Bath, where all 
hia most cherished treasures were removed, and where he 
lived and died. A more sti'ange episode was never worked 
out upon the sober web of literary liistory. Our space 
does not permit any account of the tincry, the splendour 
and beautiful tilings with which he was surrounded. But 
this lover of the beautiful cast off his eldest daughter, 
who would not marry another millionaire as he wished, 
and left her to languish in poverty, wlule he transferred 
everything he had to give and to leave to lier sister, who 
did her duty and married a dnke of her fatiier's choice, 
Tliomas Hope had, if not a breeding so luxurious as 
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that of Beckford, at least, like liim, the advantage or dis- 
advantage of almost boundless fortune, and many similar 
tastes. He did not shut himself up in costly and fas- 
tidious seclusion, but he was one of the first to make 
an elaborate study of furniture and decoration, and his 
luxurious and splendid houses were part of himself and 
inseparable from his life. He was Dutch by origin, a 
merchant of Amsterdam, where the family still keep up 
their business connection. Eastern travel was perhaps, 
in those days, considering the much increased rate of 
travelling in general, more usual than now — the shores 
of the Levant having attractions l)esides those which 
occupy the tourist. Hope, no doubt, had unusual facilities 
for understanding the details of Oriental life, and his one 
tale is an elaborate exposition of Eastern society, of the 
Turks and the Greeks of that age when Turkey was still 
an appreciable power, and Greece an unformed nation, 
oppressed and rebellious, acknowledged by nobody. The 
story of Anastasius is that of a rascally Greek, cunning, 
subtle, and treacherous, according to the conventional 
idea of his race. It is very long, very elaborate : the 
tale is delayed continually, to furnish us with details of 
the varied life of the court, the harems, the mercenaries, 
the suspicions and dangers amid which both rulers and 
favourites lived. It is a story of adventure and manners, 
rather than of character, since there is no one who attracts 
the reader's regard throughout, and the hero himself is an 
odious schemer, whose successes and misfortunes are 
equally far from attracting our sympathy. But the book 
had a success which we cannot see that it deserved, and 
has rescued its author from the oblivion, which even 
wealth has no spell against, at least, in so far as this, 
that everybody in his own generation had heard of it, 
and that even now a vague sense of identification comes 
to the public mind when any one, asking to what Hopes 
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a well-knowu Taiuily belongs, ia answered not by any 
todinical designation or county title, but by the name of 
AnasUisius, a curious tlistiuiitiun — so small, yet euouyli 
to outlive a great many more snletantial things. 

Another writer wlm Nourished in the end of the 
centurj-, a little preceding some of those here mentioned, 
haa a special interest for us, not only for his own produc- 
tiooa, but for the strange genius mixed with much alloy, 
hut yet genius still — more remarkable than any other of 
his father's works — who has descended to ns from him. 
Isaac Disraeli was the sou of a Jew, not of the merely 
moneyed kind, with which we are most familiar, but of 
those who boast a high European lineage, as well as the 
miaty honours of Eastern centuries. The family, according 
to the account given by its last distinguished member, 
hail gone from Sjiain to Venice in the fifteenth century, 
where it adopted, in gratitude for its escape from Torque- 
inada and the Inquisition, the name i>f Diaraeli, " a name 
never borne before or since by any other family." The 
father of Lord Beaconsfield sprang from a race of keen 
and successful merchants, but was himself most strangely 
unlike them, a dreamy recluse and student, breaking all 
the traditions of bis family with such an obstinate if 
gentle and sentimental impracticability, that nothing was 
jxjsaible but to leave him to the pursuit of his studies 
and fancies. From his cliildhood he showed himself 
" doomed his father's soul to cross ;" and his mother was 
a passionate and discontented personage, who had " im- 
bibed a dislike for her race," and was " so mortified by 
her social position, that she lived until eighty without 
indulging in a tender expression " — a most uncomfiHlable' 
parent. The young Isaac, after an unhappy childhood, 
drove his father frantic by " producing a poem," whicji 
seemed to the wealthy merchant to promise only beggary 
and ruin to his only child. "The unhappy poet wa». 
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consigned like a bale of goods " to the correspondent of 
.the firm at Amsterdam. When he returned at eighteen 
he was " a disciple of Eousseau," burning to prove himself 
the most sentimental and tender of sons to the mother 
whose indifference he had* probably forgotten. But when 
he would have flung himself upon her bosom, the lady 
" burst into derisive laughter," ridiculing at once himself 
and his appearance, which was eccentric and unusual. 
" Whereupon," says his son, " Emile, of course, went into 
heroics, wept, sobbed, and finally, shut up in his chamber, 
composed an impassioned epistle. My grandfather, to 
soothe him, dwelt on the united solicitude of his parents 
for his welfare, and broke to him their intention, if it 
was agreeable to him, to place him in the establishment 
of a great merchant at Bordeaux. My father replied 
that he had written a poem of considerable length which 
he wished to publish, against Commerce, which was the 
corruption of man !" , 

The impracticable youth, however, was not always 
persecuted : such parental severities can last only for a 
time, and though the gentle sufferer in this rich household 
was not over happy, yet by and by he emancipated him- 
self. His first publication was some "polished and 
pointed" verses on the Abuse of Satire, aimed at the 
famous " Peter Pindar " Wolcot, then maintaining a free 
fight against all the powers that were. The " effusion " 
had such success as was possible, enough to fill the journals 
and startle the stern parents with their son's fame. 
Shortly after he made the acquo-intance of young Samuel 
Eogers, then gaining his little reputation as a poet, and 
of "Mr. Pye" — a celebrity whom even the encyclopaedias 
scorn, and of whom we know nothing save that he was 
Poet- Laureate (!) before Southey took ancl vindicated the 
office. He was " a master of correct versification," Lord 
Beaconsfield sa}'s. Young Disraeli did not reach even so 
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far as young Eogers on the soft little slopes of raniasaus, 
but he was led to the odd byway of literature in which 
he gained hia reputation, by means of a residence in 
Exeter, which brought hhu into the literary circle then 
flourishing there. Here, as so often before, a new and 
gentle group of amateur writers opens upon us once more, 
Exeter, like Lichfield, was fuU of gentlemen who could 
all compose agreeable verses, the chief among them being 
Dr. Downman, " a poet and physician, and the best of 
men." The names of Hole and of Hayter say little to 
posterity, and of all the group the only well-known name 
is that of the composer Jackson, who waa also, according 
to Lord Eeaconsfield, " an author of high Eesthetical specu- 
lation," " It was said," the same authority adds, " that the 
two principal if not sole organs of periodical criticism at 
at that time, I think the Critical Review and the Monthly 
Jtevieio, were principally supported by Exeter contribu- 
tions," It is not usual now-a-daya to find a little local 
school of letters in every country town, and society ia no 
longer parcelled out into pieces, but hangs together fi'ora 
one centre hi a way perhaps more complete but not so 
picturesque as of old ; but it is curious to find starting up 
about us, as we pursue our investigations, another and 
another long-forgotten circle, all conscious of excellence, 
and many perhaps looking for nothing less than immor- 
tality. 

Isaac Disraeli was, as has been said, a poet to begin 
with, like so many of his compeers. The kmd and good 
Sir Walter, with that capacious memory in which all 
kinds of strays and waifa foimd refuge, and with that 
genial desire to give everybody he met pleasure, which in 
him waa never insincere, met the collector of literary 
curiosities years after, with the delightful compliment of 
" reciting a poem of half-a-dozen stanzas," which Disraelj 
had written in this early period. " Not altogether with- 
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out agitation," says his biographer, " suiT)rise was expressed 
tliat the lines should have been known, still more that 
they should have been remembered." "Ah!" said Sir 
Walter, " if the writer of these lines had gone on, he would 
have been an English poet." 

This, however, whether he could or could not have 
attained it, was not to be. Chance directed him to the 
quiet byways of literature, in which he achieved a mild 
"but complete success. The Curiosities of Literature is 
more interesting than many a book of higher pretensions, 
and some of Mr. Disraeli's essays were good and able : 
"but, perhaps, had not his son arisen greater than he, we 
should have thought lels of the father : and granting the 
interest of his chief publication, there is no sort of great- 
ness in it, nor original power. The character of the man, 
however, as given by his son, affords us a very clear and 
concise sketch of the literary workman. " He had not a 
single passion or prejudice," says this unquestionable 
authority. " He disliked business, and he never required 
relaxation. He rose to enter the chamber where he lived 
alone with his books, and at night his lamp was ever lit 
within the same walls. In London his only amusement 
w^as to ramble among booksellers. In the country he 
scarcely ever left his room but to saunter in abstraction 
upon a terrace, muse over a chapter, or coin a sentence." 
He had arrived at the mature age of forty-five " before 
his career as a great author influencing opinions really 
commenced." The reader at this distance will perhaps 
imagine, wonderingly, whether that career ever— com- 
menced at all. He lived to be a very old man, like so 
many of the subjects of this history. Great genius may 
exhaust and wear out, though chiefly when associated with 
great passions ; but a little genius is a wonderfully safe 
and comfortable possession. It gives interest to life what- 
ever may be its burdens, and cheers the weary years. 
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Disnieli pu])lishe(l some liistorioal books, one of them ^=^^^^ 
elalx)rate work on the Life and Reign of Charles /., drm-^M^^ 
various essays, one of which, the Essay on Literco-:^''^ 
CharacUrr, liis son considers " the most perfect of his coi 
l)ositions," besides many shorter articles. But the wo 
by wliich he will be known is the Curiosities of Literatu'^^^f 
though it is neither the most ambitious nor the mo^^ 
serious of his priMluctions. 

It seems scarcely necessary to refer again to the tv^»^o 
sisters, Sophia and Harriet Lee, who have been alrea^-y 
named, the autliors of the Canterhury Tales, stories n^^t 
important enough to have any national value, though th^^y 
have lived longer than they had any particular right 
do, and may still be found in old libraries : nor to go( 
Mr. Bage near Tamworth, w^hom Godwin, about the tim^^e 
when lie tried to persecute and argue Miss Harriet L^^e 
into marrying him, went out of his way to see, askiiL. ^, 
"Are not such men as much worth visiting as palac^^s, 
towns, and cathedrals ?" Bage was born a miller, anzmd 
was a well-to-do person with paper-mills, beside those tli ^t 
ground the grain. ' To " dissipate liis melancholy " und^ ^r 
some special trouble, he began to write novels ; and aft^''''" 
wards, when he had formed the habit, went on produci^*-^© 
them methodically one every two years, as children ^^^ 
born in well-regulated families. Where have all tb-<^^^ 
children of the fancy gone ? " Hermsprong," which Gr^^ 
win reports to be " his sixth," very much indeed as iC 
had been a baby, is the one that is best known. 

We will not turn back to Hannah More, though ^ i 
was no older than several of the writers here descril> ' 
She too, amid her band of maiden sisters, was still livS 
and writing when the century began, and Ccelebs in sm/^ 
of a Wife was not published till 1805 ; but she was 
woman of the Johnsonian age, with little opening in . 
to the promise of the new times to come. 
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Another gentle fignre, howe^'er, which is altogether 
modern, came into tLe world in the end of the old oentwy, 
in Liverpool ; then a much less important and hu&tliug 
place, vrith no such overwhelming rush of trade and com- 
mercial activity as now, with its old church Eurveying the 
old quays and great river, lively and hrisk with tmlhc 
although smoke and steam were absent Felicia HemauB 
w^as all that the daintily cultivated flower of a wealthy 
merchant family is apt to be— over sweet, over refined, 
in natural contrast to the juimitive vigour and stronger 
atmosphere of her birthplace. But she was not hrought 
up among the traders in the wealthy town, under the 
shadow of the wings of Itoecoe and his court, bat in Wales, 
where her family retired after some niercanlile catastrophe. 
She was FeUcia Brown in those days, and the embodi- 
ment of a muse snch as Gray or Collins would have 
drawn — " distinguished from her cradle hy e:itreme beauty 
and precocious talenta" At fifteen she had already pub- 
lished a volume of little poems, which some heartless critic 
handled roughly. " The young poetess was then ... in 
the full glow of that radiant beauty which was destijied 
to fade so early. The mantling bloom of her cheeks was 
shaded by a profusion of natural ringlets of a rich golden 
brown ; and the ever-varying e3tpression of her hrilliiuit 
eyes gave a changeful play to her countenance, which' 
would have made it impossible for any painter to do 
justice to it." Whoever the wretched being might have 
been that cut her pretty verses to pieces in his obscurity 
in 1808, who could now lay a hand upon this pretty 
creature ? Her poems are like this description of herself. 
They are always sweet, liquid, and melodious : they mean 
as much as so soft and beautiful a nature ever requires lo 
3Jiean : " Sweet records, promises as sweet " — the gentle 
sentiments that lie on the surface, subdued sorrows, 
cliastened hapiiiness. She married in her Welsh solitude 
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B certain Captain Heiuaua, "by no uieans destitute of 
advantages, either of person or education," with -whom hei 
life was not linppy — but who was so kind as to take him- 
eelf away before tilings grew intolerable, leaWng to hm 
the nndistutbed possession of her children, which was 
enough for happiness of a moderate kind. Her Httle 
bit^raphy is very reticent, but the yUmpsea it gives of the 
rural household, the boys and their mother, are very pretty 
and touching. Tbe group of children, whose "heroine" 
is "mamma," — one of whom sprang up from his Latin 
exercise, and shouted out, " Now I am sure mamma is a 
better poet than Lord Byron" — surround her with such a 
soft background of cherub faces as suits at once her pretty 
genius and her gentle personality. She wrote a great 
many poems wliich children will always willingly learn, 
and gentle souls admire — full of tenderness and soft 
pathos, and the purest sentiments. In the first half of 
the century she was the first love of the girls in poetry, 
as Scott was the first love of the boys. But by this time 
her works have faded like a bouquet of flowers. They 
continue to he piinted (we think) in pretty editions, and 
sold — but it is with a smile that we hear of the great 
fame of Mrs. Hemans. She died young, and her little 
story is throughout most tender and touching. And her 
verses linger in the memories of people who are growing 
old, with echoes and fragrances in them of tlieir own 
youth — but are gone out of mortal ken for any more 
important nse. 

About the same time, in Manchester, another poet of 
the same gentle kind, but who never reached to the same 
distinction, and whose name is scarcely remembered at 
all, Hved and flourished. She was the friend of Words- 
worth, and left an interesting reputation behind her, 
minghng to some degree in the literary activity of the 
time, writing critical articles and general literature, na 
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well as now and then the sweetness of a little poem ; 
while at the same time bringing up, as well as an elder 
sister could, a family of orphan children. Save for lier 
connection with Wordsworth, and the similarity of her 
slight productions and position to those of Mrs. Hemans, 
it would be scarcely worth while to place the name of 
Maria Jewsbury on record at all. Her sister Geraldine 
took, at a much later period, a respectable rank as a 
novelist. Manchester does not seem to have had any 
pretension, like its neighbour town, to be a literary centre. 
Here is the only little glimpse of a taper which at that 
moment it seems to have possessed. 

If we were to say that Bishop Heber was a sort of 
male twin to Mrs. Hemans, we fear that the comparison 
would be received with little favour by many readers. 
So few of the poets of the time accomplished all the rites 
of education, and trained themselves, as ancient tradition 
bade, on the classic models, that it is disappointing to find, 
in the rare instance of a fully-qualified academical poet, 
an example so little remarkable as this excellent and 
blameless soul. In the dearth of writers properly marked 
with the sign-manual of the Universities, it ought to be 
noted that Heber gained the prize of poetry at Oxford, 
fulfilled all his studies there with distinction, and became 
a Fellow of All-Souls. So much for so little ! But it has 
never ceased to be true that poets must be born, and can- 
not be made. He was the son of a clerical race: of a 
nature born to goodness and every excellence, with nothing 
wayward in him or irregular. His poems are the utter- 
ance of the most spotless of well-regulated minds and 
devout spirits. It is doubtful whether the best of poets 
ever produced anything more widely known and popular 
than the "Missionary Hymn" about "Greenland's icy 
mountains," or that which celebrates the Star in the East 
of the Epiphany. So that this mild singer had his reward 
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of the most lilK'ral kind in the affectionate entlmsiasm - 
with which the simple-hearted religious crowd regards the 
writers of its sacred songs. The kind of tranquil life he 
led, and the boundless correspondence which proceeded 
fn)m his rectory, have Ixjcn put before the world on various 
occasions. His letters were voluminous and fluent, and 
always, it need hardly be said, i)erfect in sentiment : but 
they have few literary attractions. He became Bishop of 
Calcutta in 1823, and addressed himself to his work there 
with great courage and faithfulness, dying of it in a very 
few years — an end which has given him, to many, some- 
thing of the sanctity of a martyr. 

Another poet of the same culture, and of more ambi- 
tious pretensions, was Dean Milman ; like Heber, the author 
of a prize poem, and distinguished in his University : but 
not, unfortunately, born to a more successful issue in this 
branch of attainment. When Heber had subsided into a 
country living, Milman was Professor of Poetry in Oxford, 
a post which ought to involve a crown of poetical honour 
not much below that of the Laureate ; and he was perhaps 
the best poet living who had any right to a place within 
those academical precincts — ^^vhich was not saying much. 
He made some very bold and ambitious ventures in the 
poetical drama, and succeeded so far as to have his tragedy 
of Fazio acted at Drury Lane. But the public did not 
sustain his claims to the name of poet, and he has fallen 
into the limbo of poetical writers, like those who *' senza 
speme vivono in disio." His more important work, how- 
ever, held a different place, and the man who is recognised 
as the historian of Latin Christianity does not need to 
break his heart over the failure of poetic fame. 

In a stiU more humble obscurity, in distant spots in 
the country — ^in Bedfordshire, the Farmer's Boy Bloom- 
lield ; in Suffolk, the mild young Quaker poet, Bernard 
Barton ; in hardheaded Yorkshire, the rude and fervent 
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spirit — Tieurtlly inspired with political themes, but aiTnie- 
times dropping into iinexpected strains of tenderness — of 
Ebenezer Elliot ; in Lincolnahire, among the level fields, 
a village minstrel, Jolm Clare, plonghboy and peasant— 
not much more than glow-worms about the hedgerows, 
Btill kept a little flicker about of poetical light. The 
tetter port of Elliot's productions, the often stirring and 
effective stntius which got iiira the name of the Corn Law 
Ehymer, were of a later date ; but these softer choraa- 
singeiB had all begun in the early morning of the century 
to swell the greater voices which had made of that new 
period a renowned and great poetic age. 

In another branch of literature another most charming 
and feminine figure appears out of the rural shades, from 
the village scenery, which was her best inspiration, to- 
wards the end of the first quarter of the century, beyond 
which we do not pretend to go in this record, (Jane 
Ansten, a groat«p competitor for fame, we reserve for a. 
separate notice.) The name of Mary EuaseR Mitford ia 
one which recalls to us many of the most delightful idyllic 
sketches in the language. The landscape clears round her, 
the village roofs asueud, the little town builds itself in 
the clear sunuhiny atmosphere, where merit, sometimes 
depressed, is always happy in the end, and £very wrong 
is righted and every mistake made clear^/She was tho 
daughter of a foolish prodigal, an attractive and dashing 
fine gentleman, a sort of man, fortunately, more common 
in novels than in lil'e, who wasted his daughter's money 
and lived upon her affection, shutting her out from every- 
thing in life but his own service. She, always cheerfid, 
tender, and patient, contentedly resigned comfort and tran- 
quillity, as well as fortune and position, in order that he 
should have e\'erything he wanted, and when their money 
was spent, woi'ked for him with heroic devotion. The 
story woiUd be a beautiful one if it were not too painful 
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to see one life thus sacrificed to the caprices of another. 
Filial devotion is heavcnlv, but it rouses a sort of moral 
indjti^iation when we see how its very greatness is the 
occasion of developing unutterable meanness on the other 
side. Tliis, however, is a view of self-sacrifice which it 
is very painful to be forced to take, and which, let us 
tlumk Heaven, is always an unpopular view. The world 
tiikes an unfailing pleasure in the spectacle of supreme 
and self-forgetting virtue, little as it may feel inclined to 
copy it. Miss Mitford did more for her father than to 
endow him with all her worldly goods, and w^hen they 
were gone to labour for his living ; she did all that in her 
lay with every wile of her delightful power, and all the 
special pleading of affection, to repr(?feent him to us as the 
hero which he would seem to have remained to her — the 
best, most benign and gracious of mankind. She was 
eminently well connected, taking the Eussell in her name 
from the house of Bedford, and thus vanquished the sorest 
infliction of poverty, the slights and scorns of social life. 
Her stories and her autobiographical rambUngs convey to 
us many glimpses of her youth, which, notwithstanding 
many ups and downs of fortune, had evidently no small 
amount of brightness in it. But her outset upon her 
literary career was after a far more ambitious sort than 
her after successes. The smiling girl, whose pretty ex- 
periences among her kindred and the rural gentry whom 
she sketches so happily were all of the simplest and most 
artless kind, and who had already cares about the butcher 
and the baker, though she had seen her father run 
through more than one fortune, suddenly stepped forth 
upon the world with no less a production than a tragedy, 
which was played upon the big stage of Drury Lane in 
1823, and covered the young woman with glory. Per- 
haps, by the way, she was no longer a girl when this 
startling success took place ; but she was one of those 
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who are always young, and the predommance of her father 
in her story keeps her in the position of youth. Her 
Julian, like ao many other plays which at the moment 
seciire everything that critics and listeners can say of 
applause and admiration, died soon after, and has never 
reappeared on the st^e. Eienzi was also acted, and met 
with similar good fortune. They are perfectly readable 
now, with much pretty verse and many fine situations ; 
hut nohody thinks of reading them, nor has any theatre 
attempted to produce them on the stage. It is almost a 
commonplace to say this ; it would seem to be the ordi- 
nary fate of poetical dramas of average merit, witliout 
either gre-at genius or a powerful hold upon the intricacies 
of stage business. 

These productions were like meteors blazing and 
falling. The real fame of the author rests upon a very 
different foundation. "Whetlier she was cast down by the 
very temporary character of her first reputation, we are 
not told ; she was at all times so reasonable, so sweet- 
tempered, and so ready to do what her hand found to do, 
that, even had she been so, it is not hkely she would 
have made much show of her feeUngs. But it was after 
this temporary glory was over — when it was forced upon 
her that she was not aa Shaksjieare, hut rather as Joaima 
Bailhe, as Barry Cornwall — aa Coleridge, ever so much 
greater than either — had been, a dramatist of the moment, 
without power to lay hold upon the public, or any real 
ascendency over its imagination — that she turned to the 
humble everyday scenes about her, the simple stories of 
the hamlet, the changes and chances that befell her humble 
neighbours, the strain of common life. Kotbing more 
pleasant, more touching, more fresh and odorous of the 
fields and farms, could be — or more true to English life 
£ind country manners. Oicr Village became as well known 
to the Eiigl is h- speaking world in a year or two as if that J 
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collection of cottages in leafy Berkshire had been one of 
the centres of the world. And these delightful little 
pictures are still as fivsh, as lifelike as ever, scarcely even 
old-fashioned, though there are no mo<lern appliances in 
them, no telegraphs or railways, but long anxieties and 
waiting and patience, which, perhaps, for the poet's and 
the story-teller's art, are better things. Miss Mitford can 
scarcely be said to be a creator ; but no one has clearly 
annexed and brought in to the realm of literature a more 
real piece of English soil 

Joanna Baillte, bom 1762 ; died 1851. 

Published Plays on the Passions (Ist volume), 1798. 

(2d „ ), 1802. 

(3d ' „ ), 1812. 
Miscellaneous Dramas, 1804. 
Family Legend, 1810. 
Fugitive Verses, 1823. 
Dramas, 1836. 



Anna Letitia Bahbauld, bom 1743 ; died 1825. 

Published Poems, 1773. 

Devotional Poems, 1773. ^ 

Poems, 1773. 
Hymns in Prose, 1775. 

Early Lessons, 1775. - ^ 

Ode to the Year, 1811. 
She assisted in the composition of " Evenings at Home," and 
edited various publications, especially^ a collection of British Novel- 
ists, with critical and biographical notices, published in 1810. 



William Roscoe, bom 1753 ; died 1831. 

Published Life of Lorenzo de Medici, 1796. 

Life and Pontificate of Leo X., 1805. 



John Foster, bom 1770; died 1843. 

Published Essays, 1805. 

On the Evils of Popular Ignorance, 1819. 
Contributions to the " Eclectic Review." 
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Jane Taylor, born 1783; died 1824. 

Anne Taylor, born 1782; died 1866. 

Published Original Poems for Infant Minds, 1803. 
Rhymes for the Nursery, 1806. 
Essays in Rhyme, 1816. 
Contributions of J. J. (Jane Taylor). 



Isaac Taylor, bom 1787; died 1865. 
Published Elements of Thought, 1822. 

History of the Transmission of Ancient Books, 1825. 
Process of Historical Proof, 1826. 
Natural History of Enthusiasm, 1829. 



James Montgomery, bom 1771 ; died 1854. 
Published Wanderer of Switzerland, and other Poems, 1806. 
The West Indies, 1807. 
Prison Amusements. 
The World Before the Flood, 1813. 
Thoughts on Wheels, 1817. 
Greenland, 1819. 
The Pelican Island, 1827. 
He was Editor of the Sheffield "Iris" for many years. 



William Cobbett, bom 1762; died 1835. 

Published Parliamentary History of England, 1806 to 1820. 

Life of W. Cobbett, by himself, 1809. 

A Year's Residence in the United States, 1818. 

Cottage Economy, 1822. 

Poor Man's Friend, 1826. 

Emigrant's Guide, 1829. 

Rural Rides, 1830. 
Along with numerous other pamphlets, political and otherwise. 



William Beckford, bom 1760; died 1844. 

Published Memoirs of Extraordinary Painters, 1780. 
Vathek, 1782. 
And some other works of no importance. 
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TH0M.V8 Hope, bom 1770; died 1831 

Published Anastosius, 1819. 

And several works on Arcliitccture and the Ai'ts of 
Decoration. 



Isaac Disraeli, bom 1766; died 1848. 

Published Curiosities of Literature (Ist volume), 1791. 

(2d „ ), 1792. 

(3d „ ), 1817. 
^ „ Second series, 1823. 

Calamities of Authors, 1812. 
Quarrels of Authors, 1814. 

Literary and Political Character of James L, 1816. 
Commentaries on Life and Reign of Charles I., 1828. 
Griot, Hampden, and Pym, 1832. 
The Amenities of Literature, 1841. 



Felicia Hemans, bom 1793; died 1835. 

Published Early Poems, 1808. 

The Domestic AflFections, 1812. 
Meeting of Wallace and Bruce, 1819, 
The Sceptic, 1820. 
Dartmoor, 1821. 
Vespers of Palermo, 1823. 
Siege of Valencia, 1823. 
The Forest Sanctuary, 1626. 
Records of Women, 1828. 
National Lyrics, etc., 1828. \ 

Songs of the Affections, 1830. 
Hymns for Childhood, 1834. 
Scenes and Hymns of Life, 1834. 
Thoughts during Sickness. 

Poetical Remains, published with Memoir after her 
death, 1836. 



Reginald Heber, born 1783; died 1826. 

Published (Prize Poem) Palestine, 1803. 

Europe; or. Lines on the Present War, 1809. 
Karrtitive of a Journey through the Upper Provinces 
of India (posthumous). 
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Heney Hart Milman, bom 1791 ; died 1868. 

Published Fazio, 1817. 

The Fall of Jerusalem, 1820. 
Belshazzar, 1822. 
The Martyr of Antioch, 1822. 
Anne Boleyn, 1826. 
Samor, 1818. 

History of Jews, History of Latin Christianity (see 
The Historians, vol. iii.) 



Bernard Barton, bom 1784; died 1849. 
Published Poems, 1820. 



Ebenezer Elliot, bom. 1781 ; died 1849. 



John Clare, bom. 1793; died 1864. 

Published Poems — Morning Walk, Evening Walk, etc., 1817. 
Poems descriptive of Rural Life and Scenery, 1820. 
Village Minstrel, 1821. 



Robert Bloomfield, bom 1766; died 1823. 

Published Farmer's Boy, 1798. 
Rural Tales, 1810. 
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